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CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

" A man can have but one life and one death, 
One heaven, one hell." 

Browning. 

Squire Luttrell of Combe Court, Lord of 
the Manor of Combe, whilom D.L. and J. P. 
for the county, and the most popular man on 
that side of Devon — Squire Luttrell lay on the 
great oak bedstead in his darkened chamber 
at the Court, dying. Dying alone and uncared 
for, save by the two old servants, Perriton the 
butler and his wife, who, faithful to him in death 
as they had been in life, were the only ones 
left of the many friends and followers whom hi? 
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kindness had attached to him in days gone by, 

before the shadow of sorrow and failing intellect 

✓ 

closed the once hospitable house, and made it 
for ten long years silent and deserted as a 
palace of the dead. 

Perriton sat watching the drawn features, 
already relaxing into the pathetic beauty of the 
peaceful sleep which knows no waking, and 
listened for the faint breath, with his grey head 
bowed in sorrow. Squire Luttrell had been a 
good master to him and his, and he loved hini 
none the less because his mind was gone. And 
Mrs. Perriton, in the midst of her work, put 
her apron up to her eyes and sobbed, as she 
passed the half-open door. But she had not 
much time for weeping, for there was no one 
else in the house, and she had enough to do to 
get all straight for the Squire's cousin and 
lawyer, who had been written to, and were 
coming that afternoon. 
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The long day wore on till the shadows 
began to lengthen over the bowling-green, with 
its quaintly-cut yew trees, and the sinking sun 
shone across the courtyard and between the 
^ drawn curtains of the quiet death-chamber. 
And then a carriage drove rapidly along the 
avenue from the great gates of the north en- 
trance, and deposited the first of the visitors, 
Mr. Budd, the lawyer, a wizened little man, 
with keen kindly eyes which belied the satirical 
Knes of his mouth. 

He went straight upstairs to the dying man, 
but there was no gleam of recognition, no an- 
swering pressure as he touched the cold hand. 

" Luttrell, dear old friend, don*t you know 
me.>" 

The dim eyes did not light up, the closed 
lips did not smile. 

" You are too late, sir," said the butler ; " he 
have known no one these many days.*' 
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** Why did you not send for me sooner ? " 

" *Tis but lately the doctor have given him 
up, sir. We wrote to you as soon as we 
knowed it was hopeless. 

" Ah ! yes. Poor Luttrell, what a cruelly*^ 
wasted life yours has been ! " and the little 
man turned away with a moisture on his 
spectacles which curiously softened his shrewd 
face. The relations between lawyer and client 
had been of an intimate, not to say affectionate, 
nature, and LuttrelVs mental decay had been 
deeply lamented by his friend, who knew or 
guessed at more of his story than perhaps any- 
one else had ever done. So Mr. Budd sighed 
now, and yet not altogether sorrowfully, at the 
thought that ere long all would be over with 
the old Squire, and his weary heart at rest 
under the turf in the churchyard yonder, on the 
cliffs above the moaning sea. 

Not so the man who presently drove up to 
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the ancient Norman gate- way under the tower, 
Stephen Luttrell, the Squire's first cousin 
(though in age a generation younger) and heir- 
at-law. He neither felt nor pretended to feel 
any sort of grief at the approaching event. He 
had left his gambling haunts at Homburg and 
Baden to come over to England and take 
possession of one of the finest old manors in 
the country, with a rent-roll of ;^i5,ocx) a year, 
and he could not be expected to concern himself 
very deeply about a demise which would be so 
much to his advantage. 

He was not a prepossessing person, though 
he might once have been decidedly handsome. 
Whatever good looks he retained were now 
marred and rendered unpleasing by the unmis- 
takable tokens of dissipation and hard living 
written in the deep lines about his restless eyes 
and sensual, irresolute mouth, and the mechanical 
smile with which he greeted Mr. Budd displayed 
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prominent sharp-pointed teeth under the droop- 
ing moustache, which gave a wolfish look to 
the otherwise weak face. There was something 
both repellent and untrustworthy in his counte- 
nance, and honest men instinctively shunned 
him. Mr. Budd, who knew him already by 
repute, felt his regret for the dying Squire take 
a new form at the sight of his successor. 

" I thought it as well to bring my solicitor,'* 
observed the heir, after a scant acknowledg- 
ment of the civilities proffered by Mrs. Perriton; 
and then he gave directions that a room next 
to his own should be prepared for Mr. Wilkin- 
son. He assumed the air of being master from 
the moment he entered the house, thereby 
giving dire offence to the housekeeper, who, 
loyal old servant that she was, thought he 
might have waited to take possession till the 
Squire was dead. 

He would not have had to undergo any great 
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exercise of patience. Within an hour from his 
arrival, he was to all intents and purposes the 
master there, William Luttrell having breathed 
his last, so quietly that even Perriton, sitting 
beside his bed, scarcely knew when his heart 
ceased to beat. 

In the very early morning, when all were 
sleeping quietly save the butler, who still kept 
watch over his beloved master's corpse, a 
sudden cry rang through the silent house, the 
cry of a man in mortal pain. 

It was Stephen Luttrell, the new Squire of 
Combe. He lay on his bed in the room next 
to the death-chamber, writhing and struggling 
in horrible agony, froth oozing from his blue 
lips, his hands clenched, his face livid. 

''Angina pectoris,'' said Wilkinson coolly. 

Hell get over it ; it's not the first time he's 
been like this, and it won't be the last by a 
good many," and he proceeded to force some 
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drops of a strong remedy between the locked 
teeth. In a few minutes the fit passed off, and 
Stephen Luttrell sank back on his pillows in 
exhaustion, which soon turned to heavy un- 
conscious sleep. 

"It will kill him one of these days if he goes 
oh as he is doing now, but I don't think he'll 
die just yet ; he's too bad to die just yet," 
muttered Wilkinson, as he left the room, pre- 
ceded by Mr. Budd and the two servants, 
who had hurried to the spot at the sound 
of that awful cry. He did not mean his 
reflection to be overheard, but the lawyer was 
closer than he thought, and the words went 
farther than he intended. Mr. Budd, however, 
made no remark, — he had already formed his 
opinion of both the new squire and his solicitor. 

Where are the diamonds?" enquired 
Stephen Luttrell next day. The Luttrell 
diamonds were worth about 10,000. 
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They are somewhere in the house. Mr. 
Luttrell always kept them in his own hands," 
said Mr. Budd, and the servants were called in 
and interrogated. 

" My master kept the diamonds in a small 
iron safe in his room," said the butler, " together 
with his will and Miss Katharine's letters from 
India." 

*'Ah! the will drawn up in 1855, on the 
birth of poor Mrs. Douglas's son," observed 
Mr. Budd. I am executor to it." 

But when the room where the dead man lay 
in his coffin was searched by the heir-at-law, 
who would not delay his search till after the 
funeral, neither will nor diamonds were forth- 
coming. 

It was a large low room, with numerous odd 
corners and cupboards in the thickness of its 
walls, but every nook and cranny was investi- 
gated in vain, and Mr. Budd had much ado 
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to keep the heir from openly accusing the 
Perritons of having stolen the safe with its 
valuable contents during one of the old Squire's 
periods of insanity. 

** They are above suspicion, I would answer 
for their honesty as for my own," said the 
lawyer. " Moreover it would be to their advan- 
tage to produce the safe if they knew its where- 
abouts, for Perriton is aware that he is down in 
the will for a handsome annuity." 

The day of the funeral came, and still neither 
will nor diamonds had been discovered. 

If poor Mrs. Douglas's child had lived," 
said Mr. Budd, " we must have made a 
very stringent enquiry, for he was to inherit 
everything under the will to which I was 
executor. But as matters stand now it doesn't 
make much difference to you whether you find 
it or not." 

Hang the will ! I don't care a straw about 
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that. It's the diamonds I want to find," said 
the new Squire irritably. 

Perriton swore to having seen the safe in his 
master's room some three months since. In 
his presence Mr. Luttrell had opened it, taken 
out the morocco case containing the jewels, and 
a folded paper bearing the inscription Will of 
William Luttrell, of Combe Court, Esquire, 
1855"; and presently replaced both the will 
and the diamonds in the safe, relocking it before 
he, Perriton, left the room. The Squire had 
never come outside the door after that day, or 
indeed for some weeks before, his mania having 
long inclined him to remain shut up in semi- 
darkness, and it was impossible that the safe 
could have been removed without the butler s 
knowledge. Somewhere in that room it must 
be, maintained the two servants with respectful 
insistance, and Stephen Luttrell could not 
make so light of Mr. Budd's testimony to their 
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character as to accuse them to their faces of 
foul play. So the search was resumed again 
and again, always with the same result, and 
now that the funeral was over Mr. Budd 
considered himself no longer called upon to 
remain at the Court, since his right to be there 
lay only in his executorship to the missing will 
It was quite possible that it no longer 
existed ; there was no knowing what the Squire 
might have done in his moments of insanity, 
and the idea of its destruction would have been 
accepted readily but for the disappearance of 
the diamonds also. The one loss being con- 
nected with the other made Stephen Luttrell 
very desirous of finding the safe, which in all 
probability contained everything that was miss- 
ing, and he drove the old servants to the verge 
of distraction by his palpable disbelief in their 
statements. 

But he did not remain long at the Court 
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for he hated England, and vowed the climate 
would kill him, and he soon returned to the 
more congenial continental life. He would 
gladly have sold the estate directly it became 
his had he been able to do so, but this was not 
in his power, owing to some clause in his wife's 
marriage settlements. Mr. and Mrs. Stephen 
Luttrell had lived a cat-and-dog life together 
for years, and now maintained separate esta- 
blishments, but neither would sue for the divorce 
either might easily have obtained. Mrs. 
Luttrell was an heiress, and her husband would 
succeed to all her money in the event of her 
death; and on the other hand Stephen Luttrell, 
by the above-mentioned settlements, had given 
his wife a reversionary interest in the Court 
estate, so that it would be as much against her 
advantage as his to seek a judicial separation. 

Consequently the Combe property could not 
be sold, and as the house was far too mucl. 



Digitized by 



TTP'O IPS. 



out of repair to be let, the new Squire's only 
course was to close it entirely. This was done 
within a month of William Luttrells death, the 
Perritons being retained as care-takers, for, as 
Wilkinson pointed out, it was better to keep 
people who would benefit by finding and pro- 
ducing the will than to put in strangers, who 
would probably abscond with the diamonds if 
they lighted upon them. 

Wilkinson established himself in the little 
neighbouring town of Queensgate, in the capa- 
city of land-agent and bailiff to the absentee 
lord of the manor, and soon made himself 
universally detested. The Court might, and 
did, fall into absolute ruin for want of repair, 
but the agent took good care of the rent-roll ; 
whatever might go wrong with the crops, every 
farthing due to the landlord must be paid up on 
quarter-day, or woe betide the farmers. Fifteen 
or twenty per cent, of the incomings went into 
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the agent's own pocket, but no complaint ever 
came from Stephen Luttrell ; he drew upon his 
London bankers to the extent permitted by 
Wilkinson and no further, and appeared to be 
quite content with that arrangement. 1 1 seemed 
as if there were some understanding between 
landlord and agent, by which the latter was 
to share largely in the proceeds of the estate. 

The county magnates shook their heads, 
and commented in no measured terms on the 
extraordinary folly of allowing such a place as 
the Court to remain empty and unlet; supposed 
it was done in the fear of a.ltogether losing the 
diamonds known to be concealed there ; regretted 
the poor old Squire (few people realized he was 
no more than sixty when he died) and the hospi- 
tality of his earlier days ; and then gradually for- 
got all about the matter, only reviving the story 
once in a way at some ponderous dinner-party, 
when the subject of lost or stolen jewels came up. 
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Combe Court, once the show-place and the 
centre of social life in its own little world, 
b,ecame a dead letter in the neighbourhood ; no 
visitors or sightseers ever entered its carefully- 
locked gates, and the old couple in charge 
wandered forlornly about the deserted rooms 
until the butler grew decrepit and imbecile, and 
his wife withered and bent, in the blank silence 
of the great empty house. 
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** Shame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace: 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his face.** 

Crabbe. 

One bright summer morning, some ten year^ 
after William LuttrelPs death, Mr. Budd sat 
at work in the private room of his office in Old 
Court, Lincoln's Inn. He was an old man now, 
not far short of seventy, but time had dealt 
lightly with him ; his wiry figure was still erect, 
his short hair and whiskers still iron-grey rather 
than white, his keen eyes still bright and pierc- 
ing. Just now he was deep in a disputed will 
case ; such cases were his /orie, and he spoke 
rather sharply to a clerk who came in and inter- 
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rupted him. A gentleman had called twice to 
ask if Mr. Budd were disengaged, and now sent 
up his card with a request for an interview. 

The lawyer glanced at the card. 

H. L. Douglas' ? never heard of him. You 
know perfectly well, Saunders, that I don't see 
any one in the morning except by appointment." 

Saunders explained meekly that the gentle- 
man wished to make an appointment. 

Oh, well, show him in, I shan't get anything 
more done now I've been disturbed, I may as 
well see him at once," and Mr. Budd pushed 
up his spectacles, while the clerk ushered in the 
tall good-looking young fellow who had given 
the name of Douglas. 

He explained his errand in a few words, 
namely, that he wished to obtain certain papers 
which were in Mr. Budd's keeping, and having 
said this much he took the chair which was 
offered him, and sat down without speaking 
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again, while the lawyer went to a case labelled 
Leslie, Hydrabad,** and extracted some docu- 
ments therefrom. On the paper in which they 
were wrapped was written, To be given to my 
adopted son after my death." 

I supposed you to be Major Leslie's own 
son until I received these papers,** said Mr. 
Budd, scrutinising his visitor rather severely. 

**And I believed him to be my father till 
within a week of his death," answered the young 
man, frankly ; nothing but his own words could 
have convinced me to the contrary, but he told 
me that not only was I not his son, but that he 
had never been married. He knew nothing 
more of me than my name." 

**What did he say about it? How did he 
know your name and nothing more ? " 

Hitherto Mr. Budd had not troubled himself 
about the matter ; he had all along known that 
Major Leslie was a bachelor, and he had con- 
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eluded that the young fellow who lived with 
him and bore his name had a nearer, though 
less lawful, claim upon him than that of adoption. 
But Major Leslie's adopted son evidently had 
no such suspicion ; nay, more, he appeared quite 
unconscious that such a stigma could be cast 
upon his birth. There was no flush of shame 
on his square clever brow, and he looked Mr. 
Budd straight in the face as he answered his 
questions. 

'' My father — Major Leslie, I should say — told 
me just this, that my name was not Leslie but 
Douglas, and that he found me lying uncon- 
scious in the arms of a dead woman, whom he 
took to be my mother, during the massacre at 
Cawnpore. He escaped himself and carried 
me away with him — that was all he had to tell 
me. I was brought up as his son and called 
by his name, and I never doubted that he was 
. my father until he told me the truth. I was 
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only about two years old at the time he picked 
me up, he said, so of course I can remember 
nothing of my parents. He was everything to 
me, and except for a twelvemonth which I 
spent in England about ten years ago I was 
scarcely ever away from him. He educated me 
almost entirely, — no father could have been 
kinder,'' and Douglas stopped abruptly, for it was 
but three months or so since his friend's death. 

Ah ! I have heard that he was a most bene- 
volent man," observed Mr. Budd. '* I scarcely 
knew him myself except in the way of business. 
But I fail to understand his motive for giving 
out that you were his son ; why could he not 
have stated the simple facts of the case ? " 

He had some good reason, no doubt. He 
was a little eccentric, you know, and he held 
peculiar views as to ' relationships of affection,' 
as he called them. I don't quite understand 
why he should have made a mystery in the 
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matter, but I am perfectly certain it was from 
some good motive. He would have explained 
it all to me probably if he had had time, but 
you see he died almost suddenly." The young 
man was eager to vindicate his dead friend's 
conduct, but Mr. Budd shook his head. 

It is. always best to tell the truth in such 
matters,** he said ; you can never be sure 
when or how a change of name may crop up 
against you. However, let us hear a little 
more about it. How did he know your name 
was Douglas ? " 

" My clothes were marked in full, and he 
took a ring off my mother's finger, thinking 
it might lead to my identification some day, 
and found 'K. Douglas from H. DouglaB* en- 
graved inside it. This is the ring, I always 
wear it." 

It was an Indian design of snakes curiously 
entwined, and the lawyer looked at it with a 
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vague recollection of having seen something 
like it before. 

" If he wanted to identify you, why in the 
world should he have changed your name and 
taken every means to make people believe you 
were his son?" Mr. Budd was growing in- 
terested in the young man in proportion to the 
complications of his story. 

I believe he tried hard to find out my 
relations at first, but he could not hear any- 
thing of them, though he wrote to every 
Douglas in the Indian army, he said, and at 
last he gave it up in despair." 

He ought to have advertised in the Times,'' 
said the lawyer, grimly ; and then there was a 
brief silence, during which Douglas studied one 
of the papers lying before him, and Mr. Budd 
sat with his chin on his hand, apparently making 
a mental calculation as to how long his visitor 
would be likely to stay. 
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I hoped you might be able to give me 
some advice as to what steps I had better 
take. There is nothing in these papers to help 
me," resumed Douglas presently. 

What steps do you desire to take ? " 

'* Of course I want to find out something 
about my family ; my parents cannot have been 
entirely without relations, and I am anxious 
to know who or what I am." 

**Well, well, there is no harm in inquiry, 
though I really don't see what we can do. 
You have so little to go upon — you can't write 
to all the Douglases in England as well as India 
to ask if you belong to them, and I don't see 
what else there is to be done." Mr. Budd 
spoke sharply, for he was perplexed. He was 
beginning to like this straightforward young 
fellow, and would gladly have given him 
assistance, but the whole thing seemed so 
vague and hopeless that he felt unable to 



Digitized by 



IN MR, BUDD'S OFFICE, 



25 



offer a suggestion as to the best course to 
pursue. 

I hope something from my second name, 
Luttrell. I should think it was probably that 
of my mother s family. If I could find out any 
Luttrells it might be a help," said Douglas. 

Mr. Budd's heavy eyebrows went up in an 
angle of forty-five degrees. 

Luttrell ! " he exclaimed. Is your name 
Luttrell Douglas ? Bless my soul ! why didn't 
you tell me that before ? Douglas ! Cawnpore ! 
two years old! Good Lord! this makes it all 
as clear as daylight. Why in the world didn^t 
you say so at once?" 

I thought you knew my name," cried the 
young man. What do you know of the 
Luttrells ? " and he gazed at the old lawyer 
as if his whole fate hung on the forthcoming 
words. 

" Henry — is your first name Henry ? Then 
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ment as to where and how he found you. ' His 
evidence, as related by you, would count for 
nothing in a court of a law ; the ring and the 
baby-linen marked with your name are positively 
all you have to go upon. I suppose you have 
got the linen ? " 

Yes, I found it carefully packed up and put 
away in my father's— I mean. Major Leslie's — 
desk. The name is still quite legible." 

" I wonder if the maid Mrs. Douglas took 
out to India is still living ; I fancy I remember 
hearing that she survived the Mutiny. If we 
could find her she might be of great use to 
us ; but I don't recollect her name, though I 
remember hearing it mentioned at the time of 
the wedding. There was something odd about 
it; I remember Luttrell joking his sister about 
her maid's fine name. But dear me ! that was 
seven- or eight-and-twenty years ago, I cannot 
trust my memory so far back. By the way, 
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how old are you, do you know? Katharine 
Douglas's son would be six-and-twenty at least 
by this time." 

I suppose I am about that if I was two 
years old at the time Major Leslie adopted 
me. But I wish you could remember this 
maid*s name.'* 

" Well, let me think. If Tm not mistaken it 
was something beginning with a J. What could 
it have been ? Janet — Jessica — ^Jean — no, it 
was a queer name too." 

Jeanie — Jeannette," suggested Douglas. 

" Jeannette — that might have been it, but I 
don't think so. 

Was it Jeannetta?" 

Jeannetta — by Jove, yes ! Odd you should 
hit upon it; that's the very name." 

*^Well, it certainly is odd," said the young 
man, for as far as I am aware, I have never 
heard it before." 
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"You learnt the name in your infancy. 
Well, that's one point gained. But I am afraid 
it would not do to advertise for her ; I haven't 
a notion of her surname, and if we mentioned 
anything about your mother or Combe Court 
in the advertisement, it would rouse Stephen 
Luttreirs suspicions directly, and put an end to 
every chance of your ever finding the will'' 

" How so ? " 

*' You see, if you prove your identity and 
find the will (mind, I don't much think you will 
do either), you take everything ; Stephen 
Luttrell was not left even a legacy by the will 
of 1855, which was drawn up soon after your 
birth, except in the event of Katharine's and 
your death, which disposition was at that time 
considered tantamount to cutting him out of 
everything for good and all. The Squire always 
disliked him extremely. That being so, of 
course Luttrell's one fear on hearing of your 
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existence would be lest you should by any 
chance discover that will." 

Still I don't understand how he could inter 
fere with me." 

You don't know the man. He is a thorough 
scoundrel, a disgrace to the name, and capable 
in my opinion of any atrocity. But I should 
not fear him so much as his agent, the man 
who lives down there and manages the estate. 
But, mind you, this is quite between ourselves. 
I have never been near the place since poor 
Luttreirs death, but I have heard now and 
then by a side-wind enough to show me that 
I was not mistaken in my first impression of 
Wilkinson. He is the person you must espe- 
cially beware of — bad as Stephen Luttrell is, 
Wilkinson is ten times worse, for he unites 
cleverness with his rascality, which Luttrell 
certainly doesn't." 

He must be a pleasant character ! " said 



Digitized by Google 



32 



TWO IFS. 



Douglas, inclined to smile at the little man s 
vehemence, and still wondering what he per- 
sonally could have to dread from either his 
cousin or the land-agent. 

I tell you this honesdy — I believe those two 
men would destroy the Court, or you, if they 
could do it safely, rather than let you get at 
that will." 

"From what you say it seems to me that 
they need be under no alarm on that score. If 
they could not find it, it is scarcely likely that I 
shall." 

Mr. Budd pushed his spectacles up until 
they rested on the -top of his head, and sat 
for a few minutes lost in thought. Then he 
said, — 

The first thing is to prove your identity ; 
when that is done we can consider our next 
step. And we must get the evidence of this 
Jeannetta if she is alive; it would probably be 
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of immense importance to us — in fact, I don't 
see that we can do anything without it" 

But how can we get at her if we may not 
advertise ? " 

I have thought of a plan. The old couple 
now in charge pf Combe Court were in poor 
Luttrells service long before your mother's 
marriage. They will know all about the maid 
she took out with her, where she came from, 
and so forth, and it is just possible that they 
may know whether she returned to England 
after the Mutiny; if not where she is living 
now." 

Ah ! you think it would be a good thing to 
write and ask them." 

^* By no means. You must not on any 
account betray yourself to them or anyone else, 
and a letter from you or me to the Perritons 
would inevitably rouse suspicion. No, my plan 
»is for you to go down and spend a week or two 
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in the neighbourhood, get lodgings somewhere 
in the village, or put up at the inn if there is 
one, and make what enquiries yoii can in a 
quiet way. You might go and see the Court 
itself — it used to be quite a show house — have 
a talk with the old Perritons, and see what 
sort of a place your mother's home was, for 
it's worth seeing, I can assure you." 

This suggestion once started, Douglas fell 
into it readily, as was but natural, and before 
he quitted the lawyer's office, after an interview 
the length of which astonished the gentle 
Saunders, he had decided to leave town within 
the week for South Devon. 

And three or four days later he bade Mr. 
Budd good-bye, already feeling as if he were 
parting with an old friend. 

" Promise me, my dear lad," said Mr. Budd, 
as they shook hands at the door of his private 
room, Douglas having looked in on his way to 
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Paddington — " promise me that you won't tell 
anyone of your relationship to the Luttrells 
without first consulting me.*' 

And the young man answered with a laugh, — 
"Whom should I wish to tell in that land 
of strangers ? I mean to be back here in 
ten days, or a fortnight at latest, and, on my 
honour, Mr. Budd, I'll not say a word about it 
till you give me leave." 
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LILY. 

** She is not fresh in colour like the rose, 
Nor bright like morning. On her cheek there lies 
Such paleness as becomes the maiden moon." 

Barry Cornwall. 

Harry Douglas sat on Auneford bridge in 
the shadow of the tall elms, meditating deeply. 
He was by way of fishing, but his line dangled 
idly over the water, and he took no heed of a 
fine trout which came and coquetted with the 
fly, for his thoughts were more interesting to 
him than any fish just then. 

He had been nearly a week at Combe Farm, 
a gabled ivy-grown building which had been 
the dower-house of the Combe Court spinsters 
in days gone by, but which was now occupied 
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by a highly respectable farmer, who let half of 
the low lattice-windowed rooms in lodgings 
every summer. There was no inn at the pretty 
village of Combe, and very few of the farms 
around had any accommodation for strangers, 
so Combe Farm was always full, and it had 
been by a mere chance that Douglas found a 
room there. Carefully adhering to Mr. Budd's 
advice, he had in no way hinted at his peculiar 
interest in the neighbourhood ; he let it be con- 
cluded that he had come solely for fly-fishing 
in the Aune, a conclusion which his parapher- 
nalia of rods and tackle amply justified. But 
if his landlady, good Mrs. Luccombe, who was 
beginning to feel her maternal heart drawn 
towards her lonely young lodger, had seen him 
this afternoon, she might have had some doubts 
raised in her mind as to whether angling were 
really the primary object of his existence. 

He had soon discovered that there was little 
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chance of obtaining admission to the Court. 
No one was allowed inside the gates, Mrs. 
Luccombe told him, an* a burnin' shame it 
were." She enlarged more than once upon 
the beauty of the place, and spoke of the old 
Perritons in pitying tones. The new Squire 
were a rare hard maaster tu *em, seein' the 
years they'd a bin in the Luttrell family's 
service ; " but she evidently knew nothing of 
the days before Katharine Luttrell's marriage, 
and she always contrived to turn the subject ere 
long to her own family," the Carews " oop t' 
AUaleigh," with whom she had lived as nurse for 
many years. And Douglas, not being interested 
in the Carews, and finding it impossible to bring 
her back to the Luttrells, had excused himself 
each time and departed when she began to talk 
of "dear Maaster Fred," or "little missie." 
He thought from the way she spoke that her 
nurslings were still young children. 
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And to-day he sat on the mossed stone wall 
of Auneford bridge, pondering over the new 
worid in which he found himself, and dreamily 
wondering at the curious change in all his 
hopes for the future wrought by that one inter- 
view with his foster-father's lawyer in the dark 
office at Lincoln's Inn. 

It was his nature to dream when he had no 
pressing need of action. His Indian bringing 
up had encouraged whatever there was of indo- 
lence in his disposition, and he had never been 
obliged to work. As long as Major Leslie 
lived his adopted son did pretty much what 
he pleased ; the Major was not rich, but he 
had enough with his pay to keep a very com- 
fortable establishment, and Harry might have 
taken up any pursuit or amusement he chose, 
in reason, without let or hindrance as far as 
money was concerned. But whether from the 
example and refining influence of the good old 
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man whom he called his father, or whether 
from inherent nobleness of nature, Harry 
Douglas grew up unspoiled by the wholesale 
indulgence lavished upon him, and at five-and- 
twenty he was better rather than worse than 
the average of young men, and blessed more- 
over with plenty of brains. 

Unfortunately for him, however, his stronger 
qualities had never yet been called forth, and 
it seemed probable that he would remain as he 
was, intellectual, attractive, idle, to the end of 
the chapter, for Major Leslie had left him about 
;^5oo a year, quite enough for his wants, so he 
had no incentive to industry. 

He felt rather forlorn and friendless down 
here in South Devon, and except for the 
glorious summer weather and scenery, he would 
have wished himself back in London, not to 
say India. But his meditations were suddenly 
disturbed by the sound of horses' hoofs rapidly 



Digitized by 



LILY. 



41 



approaching, faster and faster, helter skelter, 
along the hard road ; and as he looked, 
startled, in the direction whence came the 
sound, he saw a high-mettled grey mare, 
ridden by a fair-haired girl, pass him like a 
flash of light, and vanish round a turning in 
the road just beyond the bridge. Not far 
behind came a stout pony bearing a small 
brown-eyed maiden, who looked after her 
friend with an air of amusement as she 
turned the corner ; and Douglas glanced 
back for the grooni who should in all ortho- 
doxy be following. 

But no groom appeared, and the young man 
wondered vaguely whether the grey mare were 
running away, and whether he ought to go to 
the rescue. Before he had arrived at any 
decision, an old labourer came along the road 
and set his mind at rest. 

"Seen a horse running away?*' asked 
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Douglas, without, it must be owned, showing 
any great anxiety about the answer. 

The old man stopped, set down his bundle, 
mopped his face with a red and yellbw pocket- 
handkerchief, and said, — 

''Eh?" 

Harry repeated his question. 

** Runnin' away ! Bless 'ee, no, surr. Run- 
nin' away ! 'Twur Miss C rew, surr ! " 

It is impossible to give an idea of the indig- 
nant scorn concentrated in these few words, the 
old man seeming to resent the implied doubt as 
to Miss Carew^s perfect mastery over her steed 
as a personal insult. 

" Oh ! That was Miss Carew, was it ? And 
who was the other lady ? " 

Her be caaled Burgoyne, her be," was the 
reply, in a mollified tone : " Passon^s daughter 
oop tu Combe ; a rare nice little laady her be, 
but not tu set by the side o' Miss C*rew. 
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Ee ve heard tell o' the CVews oop t' AUaleigh, 
surely e, surr ? " 

"Yes, to be sure; my landlady at the farm 
has talked to me about them. But I didn't 
know Miss Carew was grown up." 

" Mebbe 'tis little Miss Dorothy her ve 
telled 'ee about. Her be but a little thing ; but 
Miss CVew an' her brothers be growed oop, 
an' a fine young laady an' gentlemen they be." 

" Ah ! Is there a Mr. Carew ? " 
No, surr : Squire died five year back, and 
Madam has the place fur her life ; twarn't left 
straight away tu Maaster George like, but he 
lives tu whoam most times. He be away now 
though. Maaster Fred, he be a sailor, an' a fine 
personable young maan he be, though ne'er a 
one on 'em cooms oop tu their faather fur 
looks. But they be real gentlefolk. Sixty year 
I've worked oop tu AUaleigh, man an buoy, 
fur Maaster George's faather an' grandfather 



Digitized by 



44 



TW'O IFS. 



bevoure *un, an' many's the changes iVea 
seen." 

" You seem to find them pleasant people." 
I believe 'ee, surr ! Madam haven't never 
got nothin' but kind words fur nobody, an 
Maaster Fred an' Miss C*rew be the same, 
Maaster George he be a bit different, but he 
be a gude young maan in his way, tu." 

How long old Jochabed Snowden might 
have meandered on in this strain no one 
can tell, but the conversation was interrupted 
by the return of the riders. Their voices were 
audible before they became visible themselves, 
and Harry Douglas was small-minded enough 
to listen to what they were saying. 

How mad you are, Lily ! Why did you go 
off at such a pace } My poor Toby is quite 
exhausted with his frantic efforts to overtake 
the Grey." 

" You know I always let the Grey do what 
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she likes ; she chose to gallop, so I had to let 
her go. And think how much time we have 
saved! I have been to Buckland and back 
before you were half up the hill." 

Did you see old Snowden just now ? He 
stared at you with the greatest admiration.'* 

Was he there ? I didn't notice him ; I 
shall have to apologise for that. Poor old 
fellow ! he is always so aggrieved if any of us 
pass him without speaking.'* 

And then the girls perceived the old man 
and Douglas on the bridge, and were silent for 
a moment, except that Miss Carew said, "Good 
day, Jochabed," as she passed. 

Douglas looked at her this time. Mrs. 
Luccombe and Snowden between them had 
contrived to awaken his curiosity with regard 
to her, and when he caught sight of the smile 
she bestowed upon the old labourer he felt his 
curiosity deepen to interest. 
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Lilias Carew was not beautiful, strictly 
speaking; her face was too colourless, and her 
features not sufficiently regular for actual beauty. 
But she was very lovely, and most people, 
whether they admired her or not, turned to 
look twice at her yellow hair and starry blue 
eyes. Her appearance was essentially un- 
English, and her friends had to go back through 
three generations of family portraits to find out 
whence she obtained that singular whiteness of 
skin and the pale gold of her hair. They found 
both in the picture of her Swedish great-grand- 
mother. Mistress Elsa Carew, n^e Jensen, hung 
in the dining-room at Allaleigh Manor. Save 
for the difference of dress the portrait might 
have been that of Lilias herself. 

**Lily she be by name, and a lily by nature," 
said Jochabed Snowden, following the direction 
of the young man*s eyes; and when Douglas 
gathered his tackle together and wended his 
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solitary way home through the scented summer 
lanes, an hour or so later, the words still stayed 
by him, and formed themselves into a pleasant 
accompaniment to his thoughts, as the burden 
of a half-forgotten song chimes in with the 
measure of new music. 

Meanwhile Miss Carew had parted from her 
friend at a place where the roads to Combe and 
AUaleigh diverged at right angles, and, riding 
leisurely down a grass-grown cart track, which 
cut off half a mile or so of the distance, she 
gave the Grey time to get cool before the Manor 
was reached. 

It was a substantial dwelling-place, without 
any pretensions to prettiness, except in the 
purple glory of Jackmanni clematis and the glow 
of crimson roses clustering about its grey stone 
walls and open windows. Myrtles too, and 
magnolias, covered it almost to the roof, and 
wafted their fragrance into every room, and 
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across the smooth-shaven lawn to the Dutch 
flower-garden. And that lawn and garden had 
for background such an avenue of elms as at 
once carried the eye of the artist away from 
the architectural ugliness of the great square 
Manor-house, to revel in the grand masses of 
• light and shade, the strong up-standing trunks, 
and the rich greenery of those ancient trees. 

Mrs. Carew sat in a low wicker chair under 
one of the elms, with her sailor son, Fred, 
stretching his long limbs on the turf at her feet, 
and the footman was making his way across the 
garden with the equipage for afternoon tea, 
when Lilias came round to the front of the 
house, after taking her usual affectionate leave 
of her pretty mare in the courtyard at the back. 

" What have you done with Maggie ? asked 
Fred, as his sister came and sat on the turf 
beside him. 

I could not induce her to come back with 
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me. They are expecting Donald and his wife 
this evening." 

" I wish rd gone with you to the Chilcotts'. 
Those fellows never turned up, and it's been 
awfully slow doing nothing all the afternoon." 

The Chilcotts were out. I only just left 
the note and came back again." 

Why I? Wasn't Maggie with you ? " 

"Not just then. The Grey got before Toby 
down Auneford Hill, and took it into her head 
to have a gallop, so I let her go, and got to 
Buckland and back before Maggie was far over 
the bridge." 

" What a shame to leave her behind ! " 

A handsome fellow was Fred Carew, a 

thorough sailor, and a happy-go-lucky young 

man in every sense, differing from the typical 

tar, however, in one essential particular, for he 

had not a love in every port ; he had never had 

but one, and this was little Maggie Burgoyne, 
VOL. I. 4 
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Passon's daughter oop tu Combe." His devo- 
tion to her had never wavered since they sat side 
by side and lisped their catechism together in 
the Sunday-school, and he had never imagined 
it possible that he or she should marry anyone 
but each other. There was no formal engage- 
ment as yet ; Maggie had not been out of the 
schoolroom when Fred was last at home, but now 
he had been at AUaleigh on half-pay for severa 
months, and it was scarcely likely that they 
would part again without some understanding. 

Lilias was so accustomed to this little romance 
that she scarcely thought anything of it. She 
was very fond of Fred, far more so than of 
George, her eldest brother, and it seemed per- 
fectly right and fitting that he and her friend 
Maggie should make a match of it. Miss 
Carew had no other intimate friends ; plenty of 
people admired her, and some loved her, but 
beneath her genial manner there was a great 
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deal of reserve, and she did not bestow her 
affection or her confidence lightly. She had 
never yet met any man who had power to touch 
her heart, and she was too high-minded to flirt 
with the unfortunate swains who were capti- 
vated by her many attractions; so, favourite 
though she was in society, she had the reputa- 
tion of being as cold as she was fair, and no 
one guessed what capabilities of passion lay 
concealed beneath that apparent coldness. 

*'Go and get off your habit, Lil, and Til 
have a game of tennis with you," said Fred, 
when they had finished tea. 

But Lilias demurred. She had had a long 
ride, and an easy-chair here in the shade 
possessed more charms for her than the tennis 
ground. 

What a bore that those fellows don't turn 
up ! " and the sailor roused himself to the exer 
tion of raising his head to look for them. 
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Here s Dolly — she will play with you as 
much as you please," said Lilias. 

Dolly, a sprite of a child, eight years old and 
..^ small for her age, came dancing over the lawn 
with a note in her hand. 

It'th for you, Fwed," she said. They could 
not teach her to speak plainly, and she had a 
sort of compound lisp, which made her seem 
even younger than she was. 

Fred opened the note and exploded with 
laughter. 

" What a lark ! Percival and St. John have 
been sitting on a sandbank in the middle of the 
Aune from breakfast-time till now ; stuck there 
at ten o'clock, and only got off half-an-hour ago." 

Then that ith why they didn't come to play 
tennith ? " remarked Dolly. 

"A very good reason too. Imagine St 
John stuck on a sandbank! I wish Td been 
there to see." 
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You might ask them to come to-morrow 
instead," suggested Lilias, and Fred said he 
would go over to the farm now at once to 
make sure of them. 

Suppose I ask them to come up rather 
late, when the sun is off the tennis-ground, 
and keep them to dinner. Should you mind, 
mother ? " asked the sailor, making Dolly pull 
him up from his comfortable position on the 
grass. 

Not in the least, dear boy; they seem 
pleasant gentlemanly young men," answered 
Mrs. Carew. She was a placid woman, with a 
soft voice and a sweet, gentle expression. 
Her children rode rough shod over her in all 
minor matters, though Fred and Lilias had an 
ingrained sense of obedience, and were never 
guilty of any really undutiful conduct towards 
her. 

There ith thomeone elth at the farm too," 
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said Dolly, as her brother departed. "Nana \ 
thaid there were thwee gentlemen there, and 
they all had eggth and bacon for bweakfath 
evewy morning, and the withed evewyone who 
came there wath ath eathy to pleathe." 

But Dolly's further information was cut short 
by the appearance of her nurse to take her in 
for her tea, and nothing more was said either 
about the two young Oxonians or their fellow- 
lodger. 
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WITHOUT CEREMONY. 

' Manners are not idle, but the fruit 
Of loyal nature and of noble mind.'' 

Tennyson. 

" Tm going to thee Mahala Thnowden," said 
Dolly next day, putting her head into the 
drawing-room, where Mrs. Carew was enter- 
taining a visitor, and withdrawing it without 
waiting for an answer. There was design in 
this promptitude, for the young lady knew she 
would be forbidden to go if her mother had 
time for consideration. Dolly had been of an 
independent character from her earliest infancy. 
Before she was six years old she and her shaggy 
Shetland, Puck," had asserted claims to free- 
dom of action, and now they went anywhere 



Digitized by 



56 



TTTO IFS. 



they pleased, during Dolly's playtime, without 
restriction from Mrs. Carew. But the line was 
drawn at the school-room tea; after that the 
little girl was not allowed to go outside the 
grounds alone unless permission were specially 
given. 

Fred and Lilias were playing tennis with the 
two Oxonians — St. John, a clever, self-satisfied 
young dandy, and Percival, a retiring indi- 
vidual, much oppressed with a sense of his own 
shortcomings. Dorothy found it dull work to 
spend her half-holiday in watching other people 
amusing themselves, hence this sudden deter- 
mination to go on an errand of charity ; and 
having informed her mother of her intention 
in the respectful manner intimated above, 
which she called asking leave, she and Puck 
departed forthwith. She felt no uneasi- 
ness on the score of returning from the village 
alone, knowing well, spoilt child that she 
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was, that Fred would be certain to come and 
meet her if she were not back before sun 
down. 

Now there were two ways from Allaleigh 
Manor to Combe village; the first being a 
characteristic South Devon one, up hill and 
down dale, to the edge of the cliffs, where the 
soft sandstone was worn into ruts a foot deep ; 
then by a precipitous hill descending to Alla- 
leigh sands, where the track was frequently 
covered at high tide, and then across a turfy 
bit of waste land to the comparatively maca- 
damized lane leading into the village. This was 
the highroad (sic). The second way was con- 
siderably shorter, a pleasant path over fields 
and meadows, taking a straight line from the 
Manor to the rectory, for the benefit of which 
two houses it had in fact originally been made, 
and was now permitted to continue, by the 
courtesy of Farmer Luccombe, who rented 
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most of the land in Combe Dingle, as the inter- 
vening valley was called. 

But just now one of the fields, a large one 
close to the village, was in corn, and the gate 
at either end was kept locked in order to ex- 
clude any but foot-passengers. So when Dolly 
arrived at that stage of her expedition she had 
to dismount and tie up her pony, while she 
went on through the ripening barley, bearing 
the pudding which was the excuse for her 
visit to Mahala Snowden. 

Puck was well acquainted with that gate; 
many an hour had be already spent there in 
durance vile, while his little mistress amused 
herself at the rectory, or school, or almshouse^ 
and never yet had he failed to greet her with 
a whinny of welcome as soon as he saw her 
returning to release him. 

But on this occasion, when she came back 
after a protracted tell " with bedridden Mahala, 
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who adored little missie," there was no sound 
from Puck in answer to her call, and when she 
reached the gate she discovered that the pony- 
was gone. 

I wath thilly not to fathen him thafer," 
reflected Dolly. 

Puck was not very far off ; she saw him in 
the gathering twilight nibbling daintily at the 
sweet grass on the opposite side of the field, 
and ran after him, expecting that he would as 
usual come to her when he recognised her 
voice. But Puck was in a wicked mood that 
evening; he edged off as she approached him, 
and when she came within a few yards, with 
a toss of his long mane he kicked up his heels 
and galloped away. 

Round and round the field he raced, and 
Dolly raced after him, scolding, coaxing, equally 
in vain, and made so many futile snatches at 
his bridle that she began to despair- of ever 
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catching him. At last she perceived a young 
man on the footpath, half-way down the hill, 
and with the natural aptitude of the feminine 
mind for jumping at conclusions, she took it for 
granted that he was her brother, and speeded 
after him, crying, — 

Fwed, Fwed, do thtop ! " 

The slope was considerable just there, and 
the impetus of the run was too great for Dolly's 
equilibrium, so being unable to check herself 
when she reached the supposed Fred, she came 
into violent collision with him, knocking the 
cane he was carrying out of his hand, losing her 
hat, and collapsing on the grass at his feet. 

And then the gentleman, somewhat aston- 
ished at this unprovoked assault, turned round 
to look at his assailant, and she saw that he 
was not Fred, nor in the smallest degree like 
Fred. 

" I hope you are not hurt," he said, with a 
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twinkle of suppressed laughter in his eyes, to 
the abashed and crestfallen Dorothy, who sat 
speechless at his feet. I hope you are not 
hurt," he repeated, picking up hat and stick, 
and politely restoring the former to its owner, 
who upon this regained her feet and recovered 
her tongue, and began to feel that some 
explanation was necessary, 

Tm vewy thorwy," she lisped, and then the 
absurdity oC the situation overcame them, and 
both went off into a fit of laughter. I thought 
you were Fwed, and Puck hath wun away,'* 
announced Dolly; "there he ith," she added, 
pointing to the refractory Shetland. 

" Oh, I see ! TU catch him for you — just wait 
a minute;" and Dolly stood still and watched 
till the young man circumvented the pony and 
brought him back to his mistress. 

Meanwhile she had been composing an ela- 
borate apology, and when she was in the saddle 
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again, she felt equal to the occasion, and began 
to deliver it. 

I mutht beg you to forgive me for mith- 
taking you for my bwother/' she said ; and then 
she forgot the rest of her speech, and ended 
with, ** I wath tho thurp wised when I thaw you 
weren't Fwed, but who are you, weally ? " 

My name is Douglas," said the young man. 
He was walking on beside the pony, diverted 
at the adventure, and greatly amused by the 
1 tde girh 

Oh ! ith that who you are ? then of courthe 
I know all about you. Mrth. Luccombe told 
me — Nana, you know — the thayth you are vewy 
wetherved, and you go out fithing all day ; but 
the liketh you." Dolly s conversation was, as 
a rule, more remarkable for candour than for 
discretion. 

Harry Douglas laughed heartily. 

" I am glad she likes me," he said. " But 
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now I think you ought to tell me who you are, 
and how you happen to know what my land- 
lady thinks of me." 

Tm Mith Dowothy Cawew," answered the 
child, with much dignity ; " and of courthe I 
know what Nana thayth, becauthe thee told m.e." 

Oh, you're Miss Dorothy Carew, are you ? 
Then I know what Mrs. Luccombe thinks of 
you almost as well as you seem to know her 
opinion of me," laughed Douglas. 

" Tm thure you don't," said Dolly, piqued. 

Shall I tell you ? " 
-Yeth." 

** Well, she says little missie will hurt herself 
for certain sure if she goes riding about the 
country so often all by herself" 

Dolly elevated her pretty little nose with a 
smile of disdain. 

**Thee ith thilly." But her judgment upon 
Mrs. Luccombe was nipped in the bud by 
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Fred's sudden appearance upon the scene, and 
she concluded, nowise disconcerted, " Thith ith 
my bwother, come to look for me." 

** Well, Miss Doll, you are a nice young 
person!" exclaimed the sailor; and then, per- 
ceiving Douglas, he stopped short with an 
enquiring glance. 

Fwed, thith ith Mithter Douglath, and he 
caught Puck for me," said Dolly, with perfect 
aplomb. 

Fred raised his hat, and took a comprehensive 
survey of the stranger. 

A gentleman, every inch of him," was his 
mental verdict, and he said courteously, — 

** It is very good of you to have come to my 
sister's rescue ; I hope she hasn't given you a 
great deal of trouble." 

" Not the least, I assure you," answered 
Douglas with a smile. I was glad to be able 
to help her." 
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" You are staying at the farm, aren't you ? " 
enquired Fred. Those two fellows — St. 
John and Percival, I mean — told me they 
knew you." 

We have just contrived to make each other's 
acquaintance, but I have only been here a few 
days,'' said Douglas. 

" Weren't you at Winchester with Percival, 
or something of that sort ? " 

No; Mr. Percival asked me if it were the 
same Douglas, but I told him I had never been 
at Winchester." 

**Ah, to be sure. What a fool I am! of course 
Percival said so. Well, Mr. Douglas, if you 
are staying any length of time I hope we may 
meet again. How do you like your quarters ? 
Mrs. Luccombe is a good old soul ; she was 
our nurse when we were young, so I hope 
for her sake that you are comfortable at the 
farm." 

VOL. I. " 5 
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**So much so that I mean to Stay on for 
another week or two*" 

"Then I shall certainly come and call on 
you, if you will allow me." 

The two young men were mutually attracted; 
and after some more talk they parted at the 
turning to Combe Farm, with a friendly shake 
of the hand. 

" Now, Miss Doll, we must make your pony 
walk," said Fred, as Douglas strode away from 
them. It was just dinner time when I came 
out. Pretty sort of .conduct yours is, tearing 
a hungry fellow from his well-earned meal to 
come and look for you in the dead of night like 
this. You'll have to pay for it, that's one com- 
fort. I saw Fraulein just before I started, and 
she had sums written on every line of her 
spectacles. Depend upon it she'll keep you 
in all day to-morrow, doing long division." 
I haven't got to long divithion, and I don't 
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do thumth on Thunday," answered Dolly, laconi- 
cally. 

"Is to-morrow Sunday ? So it is. Then 
we shall see your friend Mr. Douglas at church, 
I suppose." 

Ithn't he nithe, Fwed ? I do like him, 
don't you?" 

" Awfully * nithe,' as far as I can judge from 
my exceedingly limited acquaintance with him. 
By the way, are you to be let off work for the 
picnic on Wednesday ? Both those fellows are 
going with us, as well as the Burgoynes and 
the Chilcotts, and we shall have no end of a 
lark." 

Fwaulein won't let me go becauthe you 
will be tho late coming back. Ithn't it » 
thame ? " 

Hard lines, Doll, but don't cry over it, you'll 
have some other fun instead. You'd better cut 
along in now, and make your peace with Fraulein. 
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rU take Puck round for you." And he lifted 
the little girl off at the wicket-gate of the Manor 
grounds, which they had reached by this time, 
going himself to the lodge a little farther on, 
and thence by the drive to the stable-yard with 
the pony. 

Next day, as Fred predicted, Douglas 
appeared at the afternoon service in the fine 
old church at Combe. He came in rather late, 
and was shown to the pew already occupied by 
his fellow -lodgers at the farm, between which 
and the Carews' seat was a massive granite pillar, 
effectually concealing the occupants of the one 
from those of the other. 

The music was good of its kind (Douglas 
recognised both Fred and the girl who had been 
pointed out to him as Miss Carew, in the choir), 
and the sermon instructive, but it was hot 
weather, and a good many of the flock nodded. 
Douglas, who had once taken up the study of 
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engineering, and even worked at it for a year in 
London, amused himself by contemplating the 
architecture of the church. It was of very early 
date, and there was something uncommon about 
the roofing of the chancel. But before he had 
made up his mind as to whether the peculiarity 
lay in the arch or the vaulting, the service came 
to an end, and the congregation trooped out. 

Come by the side door," whispered St. 
John, and Douglas and Percival followed him 
as he led the way to a small door in the south 
aisle. 

" I want to catch the Carews, they always 
go out this way," said St. John, when they 
emerged into the churchyard ; and there in 
fact stood quite an assemblage of Carews and 
Burgoynes at the lych gate. 

The rector, a grey-haired old gentleman, 
bent with years, but as active in his movements 
as a lad of twenty, overtook the three young 
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men before they reached the gate, and St. 
John introduced Harry Douglas. 

" How d'ye do, how d*ye do ? Very happy to 
make your acquaintance. I think I met you in 
the village yesterday," said Mr. Burgoyne, and 
then there was a sort of wholesale presentation 

"You know my wife, Mr. St. John ? Well, 
let me introduce you to my daughter-in-law, 
Mrs. Donald Burgoyne. Mr. St. John, Mr. 
Percival, Mr. Douglas. Mr. Douglas, Mrs. 
Burgoyne, Miss Carew, Miss Dorothy Carew 
— everybody,*' and amid a general laugh at 
the rector's elaborate ceremony Douglas found 
himself accosted by Mrs. Burgoyne, a pretty 
little lady, with white curls shading her 
bright dark eyes, and an exceedingly cordial 
manner. 

" You may well look puzzled," she said, ** I 
am sure no one could make out from my 
husband's introduction which is which of us ; " 
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and she walked beside him as they went 
through the village, chatting pleasantly till they 
arrived at the rectory. There the party 
divided. Mr. and Mrs. Burgoyne went into the 
house, Fred Carew and the Oxonians produced 
towels from their pockets and declared their 
intention of having a bathe on the way home, 
and all the others took the field path to 
AUaleigh. In the new order of march, Douglas 
and Miss Carew chanced to be together, and 
soon found plenty to say to each other. 

"How pretty the country is about here ! " 
began Douglas. 

'*-Do you think so ? People always say it is 
not to be compared with North Devon, but of 
course I think no other county in the world 
can be half so beautiful ^s ours." 

You are loyal to your birthplace. But do 
you call North and South Devon different 
counties ? ' 
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"Not seriously. Still, there really is a great 
difference — Exmoor and Dartmoor, for instance, 
are as unlike as they can be ; and the scenery 
is not a bit the same." 

" I have heard that North Devon is a good 
deal bolder and grander than this." 

Thereupon ensued a lively discussion, in which 
Douglas was worsted, and compelled to con- 
fess that he was speaking only for the sake of 
argument. 

He would have said good-bye when they 
came to the lane leading up Combe Dingle to 
the farm, but Lilias invited him to come on to 
the Manor. 

" Your friends were to come back with my 
brother for afternoon tea," she said, "and I 
know my mother will be very pleased to see 
you. 

Fred had said something of the same sort 
at the rectory, and Douglas accepted Miss 
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Carew's invitation readily enough. So the talk 
was continued for the rest of the way to Alla- 
leigh, and the pleasant afternoon ended in a tea 
al fresco, and a couple of hours' stroll in the 
Manor grounds, which were large enough for 
much desultory wandering on a summer evening. 

This was the usual arrangement between the 
two families, for Mrs. Carew seldom went to 
church twice, so that a visit to her formed an 
excuse for bringing the rectory party over, and 
neither the Carews nor Burgoynes thought any- 
thing of this particular Sunday meeting. But 
to Harry Douglas, who had hitherto known 
nothing of English home life, it was a new ex- 
perience, and a very delightful one. They all 
liked him by the time he left ; his enjoyment 
of the surroundings was so manifest, and his 
manners so charming, that Fred would not let 
him go until he had agreed to join their picnic 
on Wednesday, to say nothing of coming for 
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tennis "or anything that turned up" on the 
intervening days. 

Mrs. Carew took her son gently to task for 
this when the three young men had departed. 

" You see, dear Fred, we know nothing 
about him yet," she said. 

" Anyone can see with half an eye that he's 
a thorough gentleman," answered the sailor; 
and as his mother had complete confidence in 
his discrimination, she made no further objection 
to Douglas being invited to the Manor as often 
as Fred chose. 

In point of fact, neither she nor any one else 
entertained a doubt as to Douglas*? perfect good 
breeding, after once speaking to him. 
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A PERILOUS PICNIC. 

*' Hoist up sail while gale doth last, 
Tide and wind stay no man's pleasure.'' 

Southwell. 

The day of the picnic dawned in a grey mist 
which seemed to threaten rain, but which sailor 
Fred declared to mean only heat. It was a 
long row round from Allaleigh sands to Prette- 
well Cove, and before the two boat-loads of 
picnickers arrived at their destination the sun 
had come out and streamed down upon them 
in full force, so that when they reached the 
cove everyone voted for lunching on the cool 
damp sands where they landed, instead of walk- 
ing on to the place which had originally been 
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proposed, a wood nestling into the combe half 
a mile up the hill. 

They did not hurry over their meal, it was 
far too pleasant for that; and between eating 
and talking and laughing it was well on in the 
afternoon before any one made a move. Then 
there were various suggestions as to what should 
be done, some of the party inclining to a walk 
on the cliffs, others desirous of discovering a 
rare fern which was supposed to grow in the 
combe, Lilias Carew being the only one who 
had any definite plan. Hers was to remove 
the remains of the feast above high- water mark, 
within which those two bright spirits, St. John 
and Percival, had carefully laid the cloth, regard- 
less of the rising tide ; and as soon as the 
majority of the company had departed she set 
to work. 

" I would not let my mother send the foot- 
man, so you see I am responsible for the spoons 
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and forks, and I mustn't allow them to float 
away to France," she said laughingly to Harry 
Douglas, who lingered to ask if she were 
not coming with the others in quest of the 
Lanceolate. 

I'll help you to put the things in a place 
of safety, and then you can leave them with a 
clear conscience," said Douglas. 

Thanks many, but I think I ought to stay 
here. The cakes and the coffee-pot might take 
to themselves feet if they were left alone, and 
we should all have to go home hungry. Be- 
sides which, I tell you in confidence that the 
Lanceolate doesn't grow in the wood ; there's 
very little of it anywhere, and what there is 
lives close by here. But of course I am not 
going to betray that, and you mustn't either." 
She held up her finger in solemn warning of 
vengeance if he divulged her secret, and 
Douglas departed, promising to keep counsel. 
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These two were beginning to find each other 
congenial society. They had come in the same 
boat that morning, and in the course of con- 
versation, general and individual, they had 
manifested various thoughts and tastes in 
common. Lily would have enjoyed a stroll 
in the wood now, but she knew that Fred 
would think it his duty to stay in the cove if 
she left, and she did not want to deprive him 
of a scramble over the cliffs with Maggie. So 
she established herself in a shady cave looking 
seaward, with a volume of poems, soon becom- 
ing lost to all outward things in the charm of 
Matthew Arnold's graceful verse. 

A breeze had sprung up, and the blue waves 
broke on the shore with considerably more 
force than they had done two hours before, but 
Lily did not notice the change ; even when the 
wind came and played with the leaves of her 
book, fluttering them inconveniently, she only 
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turned back to the right place with a' slightly 
impatient gesture, eyes and heart equally 
absorbed in the story of " Tristan and Iseulte." 

Presently, however, she became aware of a 
shadow across the page which was not from the 
cliff towering above her, and she looked up to 
see Douglas standing between her and the sun. 

Mayn't I come and help you to take care 
of the tea-cups ? " he asked pathetically. Tve 
done my very utmost to mislead the Miss 
Chilcotts in obedience to your commands, but 
it was such awfully hot work that I persuaded 
them to take a rest in the wood at last, and 
seized the opportunity of coming back to this 
cool corner to get some air. How jolly the 
breeze is here ! " And he flung himself down on 
the sands with his head pillowed on a big stone 
at a little distance from her, and contemplated 
the picturesque effect of her fair face and white 
dress against the red rocky background. 
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May I ask what you are reading ? " he said, 
after a while, and she gave him the book. 

I am a perfect duffer at poetry," he 
remarked. I was brought up on metaphysics 
and dead languages, and never had anything 
lighter in the way of poetry than Petrarch's 
Sonnets. This man seems to have some notion 
of writing — what is his name ? " 

Matthew Arnold. Have you never read 
anything of his ? " 

" Never a line. Unless that poem about a 
man and a girl in a gondola is by him. Do you 
know that ? I came across it the other day 
and thought it very good." 

" A man and a girl in a gondola } I am 
afraid that doesn't tell one much." 

The man got stabbed by the girl's 
brothers in this instance ; it was a sort of 
dialogue." 

Oh ! you mean Browning s ' In a Gondola.' 
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Yes, of course I know it ; I think it is one of 
his finest poems." 

Has he written much besides ? 
" I see you don't care for poetry," laughed 
Lilias. 

" Why ? I assure you I am very fond of it, 
only I don't know these modern Englishmen." 

" Well, Browning is indisputably one of the 
greatest poets of the day. I admire your 
courage in confessing to ignorance of him." 

"I am horribly ashamed, but candour com- 
pels me to admit that if I ever heard of him 
before the fact has entirely escaped my 
memory. You see where I lived, up at a small 
hill-station in India, we didn't get new books 
unless we sent direct for them, and as we never 
ordered any books by Browning the natural 
result was that we never had any.'' 
Were you in India long ?" 
Almost all my life." He had been glancing 
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through the volume as he spoke, and now came 
upon the description of Tristan on his death- 
bed. 

" This is fine," he said, reading a few lines 
aloud. 

Do go on," said Lilias. 

"It's good for reading aloud," he remarked. 
" The language is so smooth and flowing," and 
without more ado he read on to the end of the 
poem. His voice was musical and his elocution 
good, and Lily listened with breathless interest, 
giving vent to a long sigh of regret for the 
hapless lovers when he clpsed the book. 

Thank you," she said, fervently, I never 
knew how beautiful it was till now." 

"It really is fine, ''answered Douglas. "But 
the story is touching . enough without being 
put into poetry, I have heard of ' Iseulte of 
the White Hand' before, though I had not 
heard of Browning. I saw a picture of her at 
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the Academy when I was in England ten years 
ago, and actually took the trouble of reading 
up her history/' 

It occurred to him at that' moment that Miss 
Carew was quite as fair, and far more interesting, 
than the Iseulte he had seen on canvas, but 
his reflections were interrupted by a wave 
rippling up close to him. Lilias was sitting on 
a bank of shingle above, and had not noticed, 
any more than he had, how fast the sea was 
coming in. Both now sprang to their feet. 

Why, it must be six o' clock, it's nearly 
high tide. And how the wind has got up ! " 
exclaimed Douglas. 

They will be wanting their tea," said Lily. 
I see they have all come back, and we shall 
have to start for home very soon." 

" Well, I have to thank Matthew Arnold for 
a very pleasant afternoon," said Douglas, and 
with that they quitted their cave, and in a few 
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minutes had made their way over the rocks, 
already wet with lapping waves, and rejoined 
the rest of the party." 

Mrs. Donald Burgoyne, who was acting as 
chaperone to them all, was in a fidget to be ofif. 
It would be eight or nine o clock now before 
they reached home, and the water was growing 
rougher every moment. She and several others 
had elected to walk back along the cliffs, but 
enough remained to make it a matter of no 
small difficulty to get the larger boat ready to 
start. Donald Burgoyne, alone in the punt, 
was almost out of sight before the four-oar was 
finally shoved off. Prettewell Cove was not a 
good place to embark from at the best of times, 
and with three ladies to get on board Fred 
Carew found his task by no means an easy one. 
Lilias and Maggie Burgoyne were quiet enough, 
and sat still in the stern while the boat scraped 
and grated against the beach, but Grace Chilcott, 
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a nervous, excitable girl, unaccustomed to such 
adventures, trembled and shuddered at the 
waves, and finally had to be lifted in by her 
brother. 

Once outside the cove with its heavy back- 
wash they got on much better, and Maggie, 
who was steering, found her work comparatively 
light at first. Fred and Douglas, with Percival 
and young Chilcott, were at the oars, and made 
the boat fly through the water, while much 
joking and laughing went on as they rose and 
fell with the long rollers, getting a dash of briny 
spray in their faces now and then. 

But presently a scud of heavy rain mingled 
with the spray, and Fred perceived that the 
wind was shifting and would soon be dead 
against them. Percival began to show signs 
of giving out ; this pull through big waves was 
of a different sort to any boating he had ever 
done before, and even Lewis Chilcott expressed 
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his preference for rowing with the tide. Maggie 
Burgoyne, who was accustomed to be out at 
sea in all weathers, offered to change places 
with Percival, but Fred forbade any move- 
ment in the boat, and she devoted herself to 
her steering. 

Lilias, meanwhile, continued to talk as gaily 
as might be. She was not so thoroughly 
acquainted with the dangers of the coast as 
Maggie, but she saw from Fred's manner what 
he thought of their position, and she was 
desirous of concealing it from Miss Chilcott, 
who was already in a state of intense alarm. 
Lily knew the best thing they could do was to 
sit perfectly quiet, and she had no desire to have 
her friend going into hysterics or fainting on 
their hands at this juncture. Her chatter 
enabled Fred to whisper unperceived to 
Maggie, — 

" We're all right now, but if we get broadside 
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to weVe done For," snd Maggre slty;!^ straight 
ahead with the utmost skill and readiness. 

" We had better run into Charity Cove?' said 
Fred presently. " It would be hard work land- 
ing at AUaleigh sands in this wind, and we 
should be safe to get a ducking. Shall you 
ladies mind the walk ? It's not above a mile 
further." 

So they pulled for Charity Cove, a pretty 
little bay with a natural breakwater of rocks 
stretching right across, and forming a harbour 
of perfectly smooth water within. But the 
entrance, a channel midway in the breakwater, 
was a difficult one to strike, and Fred would not 
have attempted it in such a rough sea unless he 
had been convinced that the danger of remain- 
ing outside was greater. The waves were dash- 
ing furiously over the rocks as they rounded the 
point, and all were silent, for they could scarcely 
hear each other speak, and the most in- 
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experienced of them saw their peril plainly 
enough now. 

Pull for your lives, men!" cried Fred, as 
they approached the channel, barely distinguish- 
able among the surf of the breakers in the 
fast-fading light. 

" Two* strokes more and we are safe," mur- 
mured Maggie between her set teeth, as she 
stared at the darker line just visible ahead, and 
steered for all their lives. 

At that critical moment poor Percival, utterly 
worn out, missed his stroke from sheer exhaus- 
tion, and fell over backwards. 

Port, port ! " roared Fred, seizing the oar 
as the boat shot round broadside to the waves, 
and in the face of a huge breaker towering 
above them, Maggie obeyed, hardly conscious 
of what she was doing. One moment they 
gave themselves up for lost, so close was the 
great wave upon them, the next there was a 
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sharp concussion, a volume of spray dashed 
over their heads, and suddenly they found the 
boat floating in smooth water, with the lights 
of the Charity coastguard station shining before 
them through the misty twilight. 

Maggie had ported her helm just in time, 
and instead of dashing the boat broadside upon 
the breakwater, the huge Atlantic roller had 
carried her right over the sunken rocks into 
the harbour beyond. It was flood tide at the 
time, or there would not have been enough 
water on the bar to float a canoe ; but even so 
it was a most extraordinary thing that the boat 
had not been knocked to pieces when she struck 
the rocks as she was washed over them. 

She was almost stove in as it was, and they 
had to pull ashore as fast as possible, for she 
would soon have filled and sunk. But this was 
light work compared with the hard labour they 
had undergone on the open sea, and in a few 
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minutes they were safe on land, receiving an 
ovation of welcome from the coastguardsmen, 
who had watched the whole affair through their 
telescope. 

We were minded tu run out the lifeboat 
when us seed 'ee tryin* tu make the channel," 
said the chief boatman. The sea have been 
comin* home before the wind these three hours, 
an* 'tis a tarble place to steer into, is Charity 
Cove, with the wind blowin* half a gale from 
the sou'-west." 

Yes, sir, and there's such a heavy under- 
ground swell, you see," added his cockney little 
wife, as she bustled about getting hot tea for 
the ladies, and whiskey-and-water for the gentle- 
men, in great delight at having them all round 
the fire in her kitchen, which, with its neatly- 
sanded floor and shining pots and pans, seemed 
a haven of rest to the wet and weary picnickers. 

Miss Burgoyne wer' cut out fur a sailors 
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wife," remarked the old coastguardsman, admir- 
ingly, as Fred related the details of their escape ; 
and he cast a significant glance at Maggie, 
whose answering blush betrayed more than 
she guessed to the chief boatman. He was a 
native of Combe, and had known all the Carews 
and Burgoynes from their childhood. And 
Combe village had decreed long since that if 
ever our Miss Maggie " was to be married, 
" Maaster Fred " must be the man. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

"DOLCE FAR NIENTE." 

"Aland 

In which it seemed always afternoon/* 

Tennyson. 

The storm blew itself out during the night, and 
the next day was as bright and sunny as ever. 
The Carews were all sitting under the elms 
when Douglas and the Oxonians walked over 
in the afternoon. Of course they came to find 
out how the ladies were after their wetting, but 
it seemed scarcely necessary to ask, for Miss 
Chilcott and Maggie Burgoyne, whom Mrs. 
Carew had insisted upon keeping at the Manor 
for the night, seemed in perfect health and 
spirits, the latter especially so. She was 
immersed in a huge atlas, by means of which 
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Fred was pointing out the course of his last 
voyage, and neither she nor the sailor took 
much notice of the new-comers until St. John 
said something about the rectory, which 
reached Maggie s ears and caused her to start 
up with a guilty blush. She had forgotten her 
brother s existence till that moment, but it now 
occurred to her that she had made no enquiry 
after his welfare, and that she ought to go home 
and relieve her mind as to when and how he 
got back over-night. 

Of course I knew I should have heard if he 
had not been all safe,*' she said to Fred, who 
began to chaff her for her indifference ; and St. 
John told them they need be under no anxiety : 
Donald with his light boat had got in before 
the storm really began, without any trouble at 
all. 

However, Maggie maintained that she must 
go, notwithstanding, and she took her leave and 
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departed. Fred went with her, as a matter of 
course. 

Harry Douglas watched the two figures 
vanish in the distance among the trees of the 
park, and Lily caught the direction of his 
glance. 

They are engaged," she said. It is quite 
an old story, though they only came to a 
definite understanding last night They mean 
to be married as soon as Fred gets his 
promotion." 

It was a dreamy aftefnoon ; the rooks cawed 
softly as they flew home to their nests over- 
head, and the very bees seemed to hum in 
hushed tones. No one had energy enough for 
lawn tennis. Mrs. Carew talked languidly to 
St. John, Grace Chilcott and Percival uttered 
truisms at intervals, and Lily sat in the shadow 
a little way from the others, with Dolly's head 
resting on her knee, for even the mercurial 
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Dolly was oppressed by the general sense of 
drowsiness, and had fallen asleep over a fairy- 
tale. 

Douglas leant against the tree under which 
Miss Carew had placed her chair, this position 
enabling him to look at her unperceived, since she 
could not see his face without turning her head. 

" What a plucky girl Miss Burgoyne must 
be ! " he remarked. I suppose it would have 
been all up with us if she had lost her presence 
of mind when Percival. collapsed.** 

Lily shuddered. 
It was a horrible experience," she said. 

I never was so frightened in my life." 

" You don*t mean to say so ! I thought you 
were enjoying it ; you never even stopped 
talking till we turned the point. I thought you 
were the least frightened of the party." 

" I am glad you did think so, but it was all 
put on, for I knew we were in the greatest 
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danger from the time the wind went round to 
the south-west; it was due south, you know, 
when we started." 

" Well, I imagined you to be in blissful 
ignorance, and envied your coolness." 

" To tell you the truth, I was afraid of Grace 
Chilcott ; she isn't strong, and if she had known 
there was any doubt as to our getting home 
safely she might have given way altogether, so 
I tried to divert her mind. But I think she 
behaved very well on the whole, especially in 
refraining from screaming when we so nearly 
capsized. Oh ! what an awful moment that 
was ! " and Lily hid her face in her hands, 
trembling at the recollection. She showed 
more signs of the evening s terror and exposure 
than either of the other girls ; her nerves were 
finely strung, and the dark circles round her 
eyes betrayed that she was suffering now for 
the self-control she had exercised then. 
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Don't set me down as a shocking coward," 
she said, but I can't remember it yet without 
shivering. I dreamed of that dreadful wave 
all night." 

Douglas looked at her with a keen desire to 
tell her that her conduct had evidenced pluck 
equal to Maggie Burgoyne's, but she spoke so 
simply that he repressed the compliment 
which rose to his lips, and presently turned the 
subject to their former topic of poetry — poetry 
in general and Browning's in particular. And 
in such conversation the quiet afternoon waned 
into evening, and gradually the others chimed 
in with their opinions and criticisms, and there 
was a general buzz of talk until Fred returned 
and created a diversion. 

This sort of thing happened very often 

during the glowing August that followed. There 

were daily meetings between the young people 

at the Manor, ' rectory, and farm, and they fell 
VOL. I. 7 
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into the easiest possible intercourse with each 
other. The summer vacation at Combe always 
was looked upon as a sort of playtime by all 
concerned. It was a period religiously devoted 
to amusement and recreation by the hard- 
working Burgoyne sons, married and single; 
and the Carews, who never worked hard, but 
had on the contrary a very easy life of it all 
the year round, considered themselves bound 
by the ties of friendship to go shares in the 
rectory relaxations. As to the Oxonians, they 
had come to this quiet village to read, so it is 
scarcely necessary to say that they were quite 
the idlest of the clan of idle people. They 
had brought a large selection of French novels 
for their refreshment in the intervals of scientific 
and moral research, but such research was 
confined strictly to the study of human nature 
under various conditions of holiday-making, 
and one of the French novels, with frequent 
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recourse to the dictionary, wias all the reading 
they got through that Long Vacation. 

And Harry Douglas let himself drift with 
the tide. 

Mrs. Grundy was supposed to be far away, 
and forms and ceremonies were held in abey- 
ance. Mrs. Carew looked on placidly, and 
never guessed whither the moonlight walks, 
riding-parties, mutual perusals of new books, 
duet practices, and other amenities of extreme 
intimacy, were tending. Fred and Maggie 
Burgoyne gave her no anxiety, and it did not 
occur to her that Lily, the girl whose heart had 
never yet been touched, might have her peace 
troubled by the sociality of this summer ; for 
Mrs. Carew was not an observant woman, and 
she noticed no change in her daughter. 

Douglas and Lily themselves found the days 
slip by like a delightful dream, except on the 
occasions when they were not together, and 
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such occasions were very rare. They talked of 
every subject on the face of the earth, soared 
to the stars in astronomical questions, dis- 
cussed metaphysics, and satisfactorily settled 
the theory of evolution, now and then skimmings 
lightly over the current literature of the day, 
criticising and condemning, applauding and 
approving, each other's favourite authors, sub- 
limely unconscious through it all of the one 
thing which made them find these subjects so 
interesting, and never pausing to enquire how 
much they would have cared for them under 
any other conditions. 

" Love doth approach disguised, 
Armed in arguments," 

wrote the great poet, but Harry Douglas and 
Lilias Carew were too much occupied to study 
the precepts of Love's Labour Lost." Love } 
What had they to do with that? They were 
cultivating their minds in these long con versa- 
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tions, as they rowed down the river together, 
strolled slowly over the yellow sands, or rode 
side by side in the fern-clad lanes. There was 
no question of hearts in the case, their enjoy- 
ment was purely intellectual. 

So they would have answered, in all good 
faith, had anyone remarked upon their continual 
companionship, for their talk was always im- 
personal, and there had never yet been a 
word of love spoken on either side. But the 
awakening came near as the summer grew 
older ; those who had been with them from the 
beginning might not remark their attachment, 
increasing from day to day by ^imperceptible 
degrees, but a new-comer could scarcely fail to 
observe the perfect understanding between these 
undeclared lovers, though the blue eyes still 
looked frankly at the hazel ones, and though 
Miss Carew's fair face took no deeper shade 
of rosiness when Douglas's glance sought hers. 
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Douglas forgot that he had intended to stay 
at Combe something under a fortnight, and he 
forgot also that he was supposed to have come 
there for fishing. His tackle had lain un- 
touched in his sitting-room at the farm since 
the day that Miss Care wand Maggie Burgoyne 
rode past him on Auneford bridge, and Mrs. 
Luccombe had no longer to complain that he 
was always in a hurry to go out when she 
began to talk to him about the family at 
AUaleigh Manor. He wrote and told Mr. 
Budd that Combe was a very jolly place, and 
the South Devon people uncommonly kind and 
hospitable; also that he had not been able to 
get into the Court grounds yet, but meant to 
try his luck again ; and ended by announcing 
his intention of staying on where he was for 
a little longer, as the country was so much 
pleasanter than London at that time of year. 
This was written at the end of his first fort- 
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night at the farm, and the letter contained no 
special mention of the Carews. Mr. Budd 
answered it by advising him to make as many 
friends as he could in the neighbourhood, told 
him by all means to remain out of town as 
long as he chose, if nothing turned up relative 
to his uncle s will to make it necessary for 
him to return, and impressed upon him more 
strongly than before the importance of keeping 
his identity a secret, lest it should come to the 
ears of the agent, Wilkinson. 

Douglas had no temptation to declare the facts; 
he was accepted at Combe for his own worth, 
and in that informal, easy-going circle no one 
took the trouble to ask why or whence he came. 
He was clever, agreeable, sufficiently well off to 
be independent of any profession, and he had 
a wonderful charm of manner and appearance. 
That much they could see with their own eyes, 
and for a long time nobody inquired further. 
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So he kept his story to himself, and felt no 
, hesitation in renewing his promise to Mr. Bud J 
that he would tell nothing without first coa- 
aulting him. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

COMBE COURT. 

'* The broken sheds looked sad and strange, 
Unlifted was the clinking latch, 
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated Grange.*' 

Tennyson. 

But when his third fortnight at Combe came 
to an end, and still he found himself no nearer 
to the attainment of his desire to see his mother s 
old home and learn something relative to her 
life there, Douglas began to feel that he must 
take more active measures if he were to gain 
any information from the Perritons, and wrote 
to Mr. Budd to that effect. Some chance 
remark which fell from Miss Carew about the 
former glories of the Luttrells perhaps spurred 
him up to it ; perhaps he really was in his heart 
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more concerned than he appeared ; at all events, 
he put it strongly before the old lawyer that 
his only chance of finding out anything was to 
make friends with the housekeeper, and that to 
do this he must tell her all the circumstances. 
And, rather to his surprise, Mr. Budd con- 
sented to his proposal. 

I quite see your argument," he wrote. "It 
would do harm to question the servants without 
explaining your motives, but both Perriton and 
his wife are, in my opinion, so thoroughly trust- 
worthy that I see no reason against your taking 
them into your confidence. It seems almost a 
pity that we did not think of it before." 

Armed with this approval, Harry Douglas 
accosted the housekeeper one evening when 
she was returning to the Court after a visit to 
Mrs. Luccombe. It was an unusual event for 
her to go so far from home, but she had taken 
the opportunity of Wilkinson being at the Court 
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for the day to leave her husband, who was now 
nearly eighty, and almost imbecile. Mrs. Per- 
riton was a good deal younger, but she found 
the five miles' walk quite as much as she could 
manage, though she had had a lift one way, 
and she was toiling up a steep hill at the further 
end of the dingle, with much sighing over her 
weary old bones, when Douglas spoke to her. 
He had been to Queensgate, and had met the 
agent on his way back, though he was ignorant 
that the ill-tempered-looking man who favoured 
him with, a scowl as he passed was the very 
one whom he had been so strenuously warned 
against. 

Good evening," said Douglas, as Mrs. Per- 
riton paused to take breath ; this is a hard 
climb for you." 

** Indeed it be, sir, an' 'tain't often as I cooms 
so fur from home, so I be stiff in the knees 
like. I be gettin' oop in years, that's where 'tis." 
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Then Douglas plunged into his story all at 
once. 

iVe got something to say to you, Mrs. 
Perriton. Suppose I walk on with you a bit, 
and you can give me that basket." 

He took the basket of butter and eggs from 
her as courteously as if he had been relieving 
Mrs. Carew or Lilias or any other lady of 
something she happened to be laden with, 
and the old woman was too much taken aback 
to make more than a feeble protest. 

" I have been wishing to have a talk with 
you ever since I came down here," continued 
Harry. I am a relation of the late Squire 
Luttrell, and I fancy you can tell me a good 
deal about the family.'* 

Mrs. Perriton stood still and stared at him. 
Beggin' your pardon, sir, but the Squire 
hadn't no relations, savin' Mr. Stephen Luttrell, 
as now is the Squire. There's North Devon 
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Luttrells, sir, an' mebbe you belongs to they, 
but my maaster always telled me as he were 
the last of the name savin' Mr. Stephen, and 
'tain't likely as he'd 'a made a mistaake." 

I never said my name was Luttrell, but I 
am your late master's nephew for all that. 
Have you forgotten that his sister had a son ? " 

Oh ! sir, don't go fur to deceive me ! 
I knows on'y tu well as dear Miss Katharine's 
son were murdered along with she an' the 
cap'en by they cruel Indians, more'n twenty 
year agone." 

" My father and mother were murdered, but 
I was saved. Look at me, Mrs. Perriton : they 
say I am like my poor mother ; don't you see 
it?" 

They were standing on the brow of the hill, 
and a sunbeam shone straight across the young 
man's face as Mrs. Perriton gazed at his hand- 
some features. 
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" I be dazed like, sir, I don't seem to under- 
stand,'* she said, in a bewildered way. Who 
be you ? Seems like as if I knows your face, an' 
yet 'tis different. Twenty, twenty-five, or thirty 
year it mun be since my dear young lady went 
away, but you be like her picter in the Squire's 
room oop tu the Court, that were painted afore 
her went tu foreign parts. Who be you, sir? 
I be an old woman, sir, an' 'tain't kind in a 
gentleman like you tu be deceivin' me. They 
be all dead, sir, these many year, an' the dead 
don't coom back tu life agen." 

I am not deceiving you, Mrs. Perriton, I 
am telling you the truth. I am Henry Luttrell 
Douglas, the son of your master's sister. 
Every one thought I was killed at Cawnpore 
when I was a baby, but I was saved, and adopted 
by a good man who brought me up as his son. 
No one knew who I really was until lately, but 
Mr. Budd found it out. You know Mr. Budd } " 
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Yes, sir — oh, yes, tu be sure ; but be you 
really Miss Katharine's son coomed home alive 
an' well ? I can't quite seem to believe it yet, 
sir, but I sees you be the very moral of her 
picter. Oh ! sir, if the Squire had lived tu see 
this day ! Dear gentleman ! it broke his heart 
tu think as you was dead, an' here you be a 
fine handsome young gentleman as ever was." 

Then Douglas explained his position with 
regard to Stephen Luttrell, and impressed upon 
her the need there was to keep silence as to 
the existence of " Miss Katharine's " son. Mrs. 
Perriton was shrewd enough when she had all 
her wits about her, and she soon recovered from 
the confusion into which his announcement 
had thrown her, and entered keenly into the 
state of the case. 

" That there Wilkinson be a real bad maan," 
she said, " an' 'twill be a gude day fur aal on us 
when he be turned off." 
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But she could not hold out any hopes of the 
finding of the will, and she could not give 
much help towards the discovery of the maid, 
Jeannetta. 

"Her were married out in India, an' us 
hearn tell as her coomed back tu England not 
so many year agone, but I don't know wher' 
her be now. They was from oop Sidbury way, 
her an' her sister, an' they was both in sarvice 
tu the Court afore my young lady were married. 
Jeannetta were upper housemaid, but Miss 
Katharine always had a likin' fur her. I were 
own maid tu Miss Katharine then, and V ud 
'a gone awuy with her, only fur Perriton. 
Perriton an' me was married pretty soon after 
Miss Katharine went away, an' then the Squire 
says the butler's wife ought- tu be the house- 
keeper, an' he wouldn't trust no one sooner'n me 
tu look after the Court ; so housekeeper I've a- 
been ever since, an' Jeannetta she were took as 
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maid tu my young lady. SHe were a fine- 
lookin' young woman, an' a gude girl in her 
way, but flighty, an' that furgetful she'd have 
tu go six times oop an' down they long passages 
tu the Court when once ought tu 'a done, fur 
nothin' but furgetfulness. There were summat 
tu du fur the sarvants tu the Court in them 
days ; us always had the house full of company, 
an' Miss Katharine, her were always thinkin' of 
some new plan fur amoosin' her friends. Deary 
me ! What a change it were when her went 
away. The Squire were never the same maan 
again, never." 

Mrs. Perriton had quite forgotten her 
auditor, and Douglas was too much interested 
in her rambling reminiscences to interrupt 
her. But when she ceased speaking, with 
tears in her eyes at the thought of her 
old master, he recalled her to the subject 
of Jeannetta. 

VOL. I. 8 
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Did you ever hear anything of the other 
sister ? " he asked. 

Emma Jane, her name were ; their mother 
were a play-actress or summat of that sort, an' 
her give the girls they outlandish names, as were 
a sin an' a scandal for sarvant girls, I du say." 

Douglas wondered what there was outlandish 
in the homely name of Emma Jane, until he 
realized that it meant Imogen ; but he was de- 
stined to be more puzzled yet by the old house- 
keeper's pronunciation, as she went on talking 
about Jeannetta's sister. 

Her tuk sarvice with a family in a place 
caaled Bristle, t'other side of the county some- 
wheres, after her left the Court, and there her 
fell in with a sailoring chap from foreign parts 
and married un. I caan't mind the country he 
coomed from, though Emma Jane did write me 
a letter an' telled us about it. It were some 
place over the sea, an' her lived there in a 
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town. Stop a bit, — I mind my maan say in' 
'twere a bad place for kittens tu be born in — 
Drown — Drown 'em — that were the town, but 
where it be I caan't say. Us haven't never 
heard nothin' of her nor Jeannetta since then, 
but mebbe they'd know summat about 'em oop 
Sidbury way, where they coomed from. But 
deary me ! they must be gettin' on now, it were 
more'n thirty year agone that they first coomed 
tu the Court." 

Evidently Mrs. Perriton could not throw 
much light upon Jeannetta's whereabouts. 
They had been walking on towards the Court 
the greater part of the time they had been 
talking, and now reached the lodge gate at the 
head of the valley. This was quite a mile from 
the entrance at the other side of the grounds, 
those locked iron gates on the main road to 
Queensgate, of which mention has been madq. 
The smaller gate was locked also, but Mrs. 
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Perriton had the key, and as she turned it in 
the creaking lock she burst out with an invec- 
tive against Stephen Luttrell. 

** 'Tis a burnin' shame as that there mean, 
shabby, piddling man have got the Court instead 
of you, sir ; if there be law in the land it ought 
to be yourn, now youVe coomed home, an' I 
caan't see how he can lay claim to un when you 
be livin' ; he knowed so well as us did that the 
Squire wouldn't never have give it tu he if he'd 
knowed you was livin'." 

*'Well, if we could find my uncle's will, it 
would all be mine, provided I could prove my- 
self to be myself first." 

This was too deep for the old housekeeper, 
Us ought to find the will, sir ; it be in the 
Squire's bedroom somewheres, that be sartain. 
Us'll look for un agen ; us haven't never took 
much pains tu find 'un for Mr. Stephen Luttrell • 
my maan he be most childish now, an' he don't 
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seem tu care fur nothin\ Will you please to 
coom on an' see un, sir ? He won't understand 
nothing but mebbe you'd like tu see the Court ; 
an' Wilkinson he'll be saafe out of the way afore 
now; he don't never stop longer'n he can help, 
unless so be as he have summat to scold about." 

So Harry Douglas found himself at last with- 
in the precincts of his mother's home, and as he 
walked slowly along the grass-grown avenue, 
which ran right across the park from gate to 
gate, Mrs. Perri ton's chatter fell on unheeding 
ears, for he lost himself in a vague dream of 
the mother whose beautiful face was known to 
him only in thought, picturing her graceful; form 
among the ancient trees on the sunny lawn 
before him, and endeavouring to imagine what 
the place must have been in those old days. 

But when they came in sight of the Court 
itself, his mind was recalled to the present by 
a sudden pang of dismay. This Combe Court ! 
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This the stately mansion of which Mr. Budd 
had told him, and which the Carews had talked 
of as one of the finest places in South Devon ! 
It was a ruin, a grey, moss-grown, crumbling 
ruin, beautiful indeed, but only with the pathetic 
beauty of ivy-covered decay; the fallen walls 
choking up the moat, the ro6f gone, nothing 
left but a heap of stones, half concealed and 
half displayed by the masses of tangled verdure 
climbing and creeping about them. 

Mrs. Perriton did not notice his look of 
pained disappointment. 

Ther' be the chapel an' the priests* rooms 
as was," she said, pointing to the ruin through 
a gap in the park, and she led the way on by 
the drive, which took a turn here to the front 
of the Court. 

Then Douglas perceived that what he had 
seen was only one part of the large quadran- 
gular building, which stood on an island formed 
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by itself in the midst of the wide and deep 
moat surrounding it, and was still solid and 
habitable^ apparently, 6n three sides. Its main 
feature was a great tower, of much older date 
than the rest of the house, though that also was 
far from modern. The tower was Norman, 
and still showed plainly in the vaulting of its 
entrance arch where the portcullis had hung, 
ready to descend upon intruders. But the 
greater part of the Court was of fifteenth cen- 
tury architecture, and, save for a later addition 
here and there of turret or gable, it remained 
much the same as it had been when Edward IV. 
granted the demesne of Combe to his trusty 
and well-beloved knight. Sir Richard Luttrell, 
in consideration of his gallant services in battle 
against the Lancastrians, a.d. 1465. 

" What a grand old place to live in ! mur- 
mured Douglas, as the housekeeper pushed 
open a small door in the centre of the enormous 
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ones that filled up the archway under the tower, 
giving admittance to the square paved court- 
yard, and showing the vast extent of the house. 

To the right of the tower as they entered 
were what had been the reception rooms and 
guest-chambers, with a huge stack of chimneys 
in the centre of the red-tiled roof. But no 
smoke ever came out of those chimneys now. 
Jack-daws and owls held undisturbed possession, 
a^ji swallows built their nests under the eaves 
from year to year unmolested. 

That be the Squire s room, sir,'' said Mrs. 
Perriton, that there one with the three win- 
dows this side of the chimney, and the drawin'- 
room be beneath. It haven't never been used 
since Miss Katharine went away, but it be a 
'fine room. Tve heard tell as the furnitur' cost 
over three thousan' pound when it were new. 
It be aal moulderin' away now fur want of use, 
bein' covered up so many year.'' 
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Opposite to the tower the whole length of 
the building was occupied by the great baronial 
hall, stone-flagged and oak-roofed, with the 
Luttrell arms in the centre of each of the small 
stained-glass windows ; the western side of the 
square was formed by the ruined chapel, and 
the servants* offices filled up the space on either 
side of the tower, which faced south. The 
Perritons lived in a couple of rooms close to 
the entrance in the eastern wing, and thither 
the housekeeper conducted Douglas, apolo- 
gising much for not opening the drawing-room 
to receive him. 

'T would be as much as my place be worth, 
sir, if Wilkinson knowed as Td 'a let you in. 
He's that tarrified fur fear anyone should find 
they diamonds. 'Taint noways conformable fur 
Miss Katharine's son tu coom home and have 
no place tu set down but my kitchen. Perriton 
'ud be real mad if he knowed, but there, he 
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don't know nothin', poor dear ! an* he be so 
tarble frail I 'udn' dare tu' tell 'un. He had a 
stroke of paralasy tu year back, and heVe 
never been the same maan sin' that." 

The octogenarian in his armchair by the 
kitchen fire was feebly calling for his tea, and 
while Mrs. Perriton attended to her husband's 
wants, Douglas quitted her and wandered alone 
through such of the rooms as were open. 

There was a weird haunted look about them 
to the young man's eyes, as if they were 
peopled with ghosts of the merry companies 
who had been William LuttreU's guests in the 
days when the dead Squire was young, and the 
air felt damp and chill after the sunny warmth 
of the August evening outside. It gave him 
quite a shock to come upon the blooming face 
of his mother, shining out of the darkness in 
all her youthful loveliness from the picture 
over the mantelpiece in the old Squire's room ; 
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it looked like a living thing in the midst of the 
desolation around. 

He leant against the carved foot of the 
oaken bedstead on which his uncle had died, 
and gazed at the portrait till the sun sank and 
the rooks began to fly home. Then an ancient 
clock somewhere in the empty rooms below 
struck with a dull clang, echoing through the 
silence, and Harry Douglas roused himself and 
turned away, with a feeling of heart-sickness 
that he had never known before. 
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GENUINE WILLOW-PATTERN." 

When, if I think but deep enough, 
You are wont to answer, prompt as rhyme, 
And you, too, find without rebuff 
Response your soul seeks, many a time.*' 

Robert Browning. 

AuNEFORD Bridge again. 

But Douglas was not fishing there in 
solitary state this time, he was one of a gay 
riding party bound for Aune Abbey, a place 
some two or three miles down the river, and, 
as usual, his horse was keeping pace with Miss 
Carew's pretty mare, step for step, up hill and 
down dale. 

The road before and after they crossed the 
bridge wound along the banks of the river 
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among green meadows and shady woodlands 
thick with ferns, and Douglas began to 
expatiate on the garden-like loveliness of the 
Aune valley. 

There's something so restful about South 
Devon scenery," he said, " quite different from 
anything Tve seen before. It's like your 
English home-life, peaceful, cultivated, and yet 
thoroughly original, unlike any other sort of 
life." 

" I think I see what you mean," answered 
Lilias. " You evidently expected to find 
English country life dreadfully dull, and you 
discover with pleasant surprise that we have 
some means of amusing ourselves." 

I did not expect to find it anything; I didn't 
imagine I should have anything to do with it, 
here in South Devon, at all events, and I do 
think it is most awfully good of everybody not 
to treat me as a stranger. I never shall forget 
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that first Sunday afternoon ; a family party like 
yours was such a new experience to me, I 
never enjoyed anything so much in my life 
before." 

Isn't yours a large family ? " asked Lily, 
with pardonable curiosity, for he had not touched 
on that point hitherto. But she did not learn 
much from his answer. 

I never had either brother or sister." 
And just then Fred called out for the benefit 
of the company generally, — 

Here we are ! " 
** This doesn't look much like an abbey," 
remarked Douglas ; for they were in a narrow- 
lane, with tall hedged on either side and trees 
meeting overhead. But a few more steps, 
however, brought them to an arched gateway 
half concealed with ferns and ivy, and riding 
beneath this they found themselves in a neat 
farmyard, with a tidy white house adorned with 
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green blinds on the one hand, and a long 
narrow-windowed building of indefinite date on 
the other. 

** That is the abbey/* said Lilias. I am 
afraid it is rather desecrated, for they use what 
is supposed to have been the chapel for a 
granary, and they have put up pig-sties and 
cowsheds and all sorts of things against the 
wall on the other side. And there is a stone 
horse-trough round there, which I am perfectly 
certain was once a Norman coffin. But the 
farmer who rents the place takes great care of 
it, though he turns the relics to account, and I 
believe it is all owing to him that the chapel 
did not tumble down long ago." 

I see he has patched it up here and there 
with slate and concrete," observed St. John. 
"He hasn't much sense of consistency, Tm 
afraid, though his intentions may be excellent. 
And oh, horror ! here's a new patent winnow- 
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ing maciiine standing under an exquisite bit of 
Decorated vaulting, — this really is sacrilege." 

What' th thackwilleth, Mithter Thin John? " 
enquired Dolly. 

A kind of Philistinism not altogether un- 
known in your school-room, Miss Dolly ; a sort 
of taste that leads little girls to make toffee in 
Dresden china tea-cups," responded the Oxon- 
ian, who was a connoisseur in china, and had 
been scandalised at finding Dolly occupied in 
hammering at a wedge of toffee, of her own 
cooking, which she had put into what St. John 
called " a rare bit of china" to cool. 

I wish Combe Court were kept in as good 
preservation as this,*' said Harry Douglas, with 
his thoughts full of that other ruin, which was 
never visited by sightseers. It's infinitely 
better architecture than this, and it is horribly 
melancholy to see it actually tumbling down for 
want of repair.^' 
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No one heard the remark except Lilias, who 
exclaimed in surprise, — 

Why, have you seen the Court ? How did 
you contrive to get in ? 

Douglas bit his lip, he had forgotten for 
the moment that he was to keep the matter a 
secret. 

" I made interest with the old housekeeper,'* 
he said, ** and she showed me the house when 
the agent was out of the way/* 

You were highly favoured then — I wish we 
were as fortunate. I went over there one day 
with my cousin, Dick Leigh, who is a great 
archaeologist and was most anxious to see the 
place, and we begged and implored Mrs. 
Perriton to unlock the gate, but all in vain. 
She said she didn't dare." 

I ought not to have mentioned that she 
made an exception for me ; Wilkinson was safe 
out of the way, or she would not have done it. 
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Don't say anything about it, please, it may get 
her into trouble." 

Very well, I won't. But I wish you could 
go again and take Dick, it would be such a 
delight to him. He is coming down to stay 
with us next week." 

Douglas suddenly felt an intense dislike to 
this Dick, and he would hold out no hopes of 
being able to obtain admittance to the Court 
again. 

Lily had never heard him speak so shortly 
before, and wondered what it meant ; but at that 
moment St. John emerged from the dairy 
(where he had been giving the farmer's wife 
some useful information as to the making of 
cheese), followed by the good woman herself, 
with a pailful of frothy new milk, which she 
proceeded to dip out and offer to each of the 
party in turn, in a quaint blue mug. 

St. John kept this so long when he once got 
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it into his hands, that Fred accused him of 
intending to swallow the cup as well as the 
milk, to which he answered in a stage aside, — 

''It's genuine willow-pattern, and a very- 
uncommon shape. I must get her to sell it 
to me ; but she has no notion of its value, and I 
am so excruciatingly honest, that I can't bring 
myself to buy it without opening her eyes a 
little." There was a general smile at this, and 
St. John, happy in having them all listening to 
him, turned to the woman and began to talk 
in Johnsonian sentences which somewhat 
astonished her. 

** Let me enlighten you as to the treasure you 
are fortunate enough to possess. This is a pre- 
cious piece of china, of a kind much esteemed 
by those learned in such matters, whereof I am 
one. The colour is good, the pattern un- 
deniable, the glaze absolutely unmistakable. 
And having told you thus much I venture to 
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enquire what sum of money I may reasonably 
offer in order to induce you to part with it." 

" Law, sir, yu du be pokin' fun at me," was 
all the response he obtained, to which he 
returned, more gravely than before, — 

" My good woman, you mistake me, this is 
not a subject upon which I ever jest. Seriously, 
will you sell this cup ? and if so, what will you 
take for it ? " 

Then the farmer s wife, seeing that he meant 
business, fired up into virtuous indignation. 

Do ee think I'd sell' un? — moogs as has 
been in my faather's family longer n I can 
count ! 'T aint like common dome in a crockery 
shop, sir, to be buyed an' selled tu anyone as 
chuses tu aask fur un." 

Upon this St. John remounted his horse, 
apologizing in courtly terms for making the 
proposal, and declaring himself delighted to find 
that she was artistic enough so thoroughly to 
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appreciate the cup ; and wishing the indignant 
woman good afternoon, the riders prepared to 
depart, laughing at the result of the Oxonian's 
bargaining. 

But before they reached the gateway, the 
farmer's wife came to the conclusion that money 
in the hand was worth two mugs in the cup- 
board, and ran after them, crying shrilly, — 

Stop a bit : I d won't mind if 'ee do taake 
the yeasty thing. I've gotten tu other on 'em ; " 
upon which St. John gracefully pocketed the 
cup, the dame accepting the half-crown he 
tendered in exchange without further parley. 

" It's worth fully fifteen shillings," remarked 
the young man, as they quitted Aune Abbey 
and rode leisurely along the lane, "and I would 
have given her half a sovereign if she had had 
better manners, but I consider that she owed 
me the balance for the way she pitched into 
me." And he took out his acquisition and 
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tenderly gazed at it, regardless of the chaff 
showered upon him by Fred, who could not see 
the beauty of the tubby handleless thing. 

Will you do me the honour of accepting it 
as a souvenir of the expedition ? " he said to 
Lilias, when they got back to Allaleigh. I 
know you have a taste for china;*' and Lily, 
who had occasionally dipped into ** Chaffers," 
and had a small collection of Worcester and 
Derby in her sanctum in the north wing of the 
Manor, was delighted with the little present, 
and thanked St. John so warmly that Douglas 
inwardly fumed, and wondered why in the 
world he had not thought of obtaining this 
choice bit of willow-pattern for her, forgetting 
that he knew nothing about china, and had 
never guessed at its rarity till St. John pointed 
it out. 

I with everyone wouldn't go away to- 
gether,'* said Dolly next day. 
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She and Percival were standing ankle deep 
in mud in the middle of a marsh, gathering 
yellow iris, both laden with reeds and rushes 
and flowering grass, and beginning to feel that 
church decorating was not pure bliss on a 
September afternoon when the thermometer 
was at 70 in the shade. 

Percival, by way of cheering up his little 
companion, had just announced that he and St. 
John were to depart that day fortnight, at. which 
time there would be a general exodus from 
Combe Rectory as well as the farm. 

This was the eve of the harvest festival, a 
great event in the village, and Maggie Bur- 
goyne had pressed every one into her service to 
beautify the fine old church for the occasion. 
Percival had volunteered to fetch more bul- 
rushes to fill up a gap in the adornment of the 
reredos, which Lilias Carew and Douglas had 
undertaken to decorate, and Dolly, who was 
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very fond of the shy young fellow, had accom- 
panied him uninvited. She now began to 
repent coming so far down the lea in the hot 
sun, and her exclamation of regret at the 
approaching loss of her friends sounded as if 
tears were not far behind it. 

" You sit down on the bank and look after 
those ferns," said Percival, pointing to a great 
bundle of Felix Mas and Osmunda which they 
had gathered farther up the stream, and Dolly 
obeyed meekly. 

Ith Mithter Douglath going too ? " she 
asked presently, in a more cheerful tone, as 
Percival hacked away at a sheaf of bulrushes 
almost as tall as himself. 

I don't know, haven't asked him," replied 
the young man, pausing to rest in his labours, 
and flinging a bunch of meadow-sweet at her. 

" I like Mithter Douglath, don't you ? He 
tellth me nithe fairwy taleth, when he ithn't 
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talking to Lily. He knowth a gweat many 
fairwy taleth, but he ith alwayth talking to 
Lily now. I with he wouldn't." 

Harry Douglas was talking to Lily when 
they got back to the church, and for the first 
time it occurred to Percival that there was 
more in such talk than met the eye. 

There was something suggestive in the 
attitude of the two. Lily sat on a hassock in 
the middle of the chancel twisting some small 
w^hite roses into a wreath of ivy for the niche 
in the wall above, and Douglas was standing 
beside her, handings roses and ivy alternately, 
as she required them. But the work was not 
progressing very fast, for every now and then 
Lily s hands lay still among the flowers, while 
she looked up to answer some question or pro- 
pound some new idea. They were speaking of 
Apostolic Succession, an eminently suitable 
subject to be discussed in a church, and they 
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had forgotten their fellow-workers altogether. 
Their fellow-workers, however, did not forgot 
them, and the farmers' daughters, who were 
busy making devices of corn and apples to 
hang between the windows, cast many gfctnces 
of interest at the picturesque couple in the 
chancel 

Lily turned with a start when Percival and 
Dolly came up with their burden of bulrushes. 

You good people ! " she said, now we can 
finish the reredos ; but she lingered some 
minutes longer over her wreath, bidding Douglas 
put the final touches to the arrangement in the 
east window. 

That's all right, I think," he said, coming 
back to her side, when he had placed the last 
of the bulrushes, to contemplate the completed 
effect. The design was simple enough, merely 
a cross of pale lilac dahlias on the white stone 
cross of the reredos, with a mass of the 
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old-fashioned crimson Love lies bleeding " 
below, and a forest of ferns and reeds against 
the stained glass at the back. 

But it did not content the artists ; they stood 
looking at it from different points of view, 
dissatisfied, yet unable to decide what was 
wrong, till Douglas exclaimed, — 

** I see — the dahlias don't lie straight with 
the stone, and that puts everything out. Don't 
you see what I mean ? " and he remounted the 
ladder to rectify the fault. 

Lilias perceived what he did not, namely, 
that the foot of the ladder had nothing to 
steady it, and would slip on the tesselated 
pavement. 

" Take care, it isn't firm — do come down ! " 
she cried, but Harry took no heed. He reached 
the top rung in safety, and then the ladder 
slipped, as Lily had foreseen, and struck the 
reredos where the base of the cross met the 
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more solid masonry below. There was a 
sudden crash, and the whole cross fell among the 
ferns and bulrushes behind it. It was not cut 
out of one block of stone, but consisted of three 
pieces, and the cement of the joints had 
been loosened, it would appear, by the damp 
sea wind blowing through a chink in the 
window. 

The noise of course attracted the attention of 
everyone in the church, and no one noticed 
Lilias. She had turned sick and faint when 
she saw the ladder slip, and her fair face was 
deadly pale still, though no great harm had 
been done, and nobody was injured. Nor had 
Douglas been in danger ; his foot was on 
the ledge of the window when the accident 
happened, and he stood there now, examining 
into the extent of the damage, which after all 
would easily be made good. 

Percival, the ever-helpful, went off in quest 
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of laths and cord wherewith to fix up the 
broken cross until after the festival, when the 
village mason would be able to repair it more 
effectually, and Douglas descended from his 
elevation to assist Lilias in restoring the 
scattered flowers to their places. 

** I am a pig-headed fool," he said penitently. 
If rd listened to you this wouldn't have 
happened." 

I was sorely tempted to say, ' I told you 
so,* but you have forestalled me," answered 
Lily, smiling. The colour had returned to her 
cheeks now, and she did not own the terror 
which had made her heart cease to beat for the 
second in which she saw him in danger. 

" 111 go to the mason this evening and tell 
him to mend it properly the first thing on 
Thursday," said the young man, in the depth 
of his contrition. 

" I thought you were all coming to spend the 
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evening with us," objected Lilias, " and it will 
do just as well to tell him to-morrow." 

I may not see him to-morrow. Besides, I 
don't deserve to have a jolly evening with you 
after making such an egregious fool of myself, 
so ril go down there by way of doing penance." 

This meant taking a couple of miles walk in 
the opposite direction to AUaleigh. They did 
not dine late at the Manor on occasions like the 
present, and supper there was always a mov- 
able feast, still it was manifestly impossible for 
Douglas to get back in time if he insisted upon 
going now. Lilias felt a strange shyness come 
over her, and remonstrated no further, doubtless 
somewhat to Douglas's disappointment, though 
he did not confess the feeling, even to himself 

But both of them found the evening very 
long, and Lily wondered why she should be so 
much more tired than usual when she reached 
home after finishing the decorations. 
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MRS. GRUNDY. 

Just, so you mark, when the song was sweetest. 
The peace most deep, and the charm completest, 
There came, — shall I say a snap ? — 
And the charm vanished." 

Robert Browning. 

Miss Carew is engaged to that young Doug- 
las — that young fellow staying at the farm, you 
know. Did you ever hear of such a thing ? 

** I had not heard of it — I scarcely think it can 
be true." 

Oh, yes, it is : haven't you noticed them ? 
they are never apart. How can her mother 
allow it ? a pretty girl like that, with plenty of 
money of her own, — why, she might marry any 
body.'* 
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The engagement is not announced yet, at 
all events. * 

"It will be soon, you may be sure. I must 
say I am surprised. Nobody knows anything 
about the young man, that I can tell you for cer- 
tain, because I asked the rector several ques- 
tions, and he couldn't give me any information. I 
suppose Mrs. Care w likes his handsome face, and 
then you know people do say she spoils her 
children, and lets them do anything they like.'' 
The rectory garden was open to any one 
who chose to go in on the day of the harvest 
festival, and the speakers, a certain Miss 
Brown, — who was the terror of the neighbour- 
hood from her exceeding height, boniness, and 
bitter tongue, — and the gentle wife of the 
Queensgate curate, had availed themselves of 
the privilege to retire for a while from the gay 
scene in the village. Combe was thronged 
with visitors gentle and simple, and during the 
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interval between the thanksgiving service and 
the public tea on the green, people had nothing 
to do but to walk about and talk. 

Mrs. Carew, never very strong, was resting 
in the drawing-room at the rectory, with the 
Venetian blinds down and the windows wide 
open, and Miss Brown and her friend, strolling 
about the garden, came to a standstill on the 
gravel path just outside. So the mother could 
not help hearing every word of the short 
colloquy respecting Miss Carew's engagement, 
with its severe reflections upon herself. 

This was positively the first time the idea 
entered her head that there was more between 
Douglas and her daughter than mere friendship. 
It must be owned that she had not been much 
with the young people ; she never took part in 
any of the long expeditions, which began often 
in the glow of early morning and ended in 
poetry and starlight, and she had not thought 
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of the danger that might lie in them. Neither 
did she ever walk to or from the village or 
church ; she always drove round by the sands 
with Fraulein Liebhart, the governess, who had 
been with the Carews since the eldest son, 
George, was a child, and was now growing old 
and inactive. So Mrs. Carew had not observed 
how her children and their companions assorted 
themselves in twos and threes, as they made 
their way along the field-path, and had no sus- 
picion that the order of march in one case was 
always exactly the same. And it came upon 
her with a shock of surprise that Lilias and 
Harry Douglas must have been a great deal 
together to give rise to such a report as that 
mentioned by Miss Brown. 

She Wc^tched the two narrowly when she 
went out to the green again, and with this new 
light upon their movements, she could not help 
seeing that wherever Lilias went Douglas was 
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sure to follow, nor could she fail to remark the 
quiet air of confidence that existed in both of 
them, and the complete absence of the teasing 
interchange of chaff that went on between Fred 
and Maggie Burgoyne when either claimed the 
services of the other. 

Long tables heaped with good things were 
being prepared for the company generally, and 
each of the chief ladies of Combe was respon- 
sible for what was called *'a tray" at one of 
these tables. This entailed sitting at the end 
of the groaning board and pouring out tea and 
coffee for the multitude, no light work when 
there were thirty or forty at each table ; and 
Mrs. Carew, as usual, had delegated her 
daughter to take her place at the first, opposite 
to Mrs. Burgoyne, who sat at the other end. 

It was a pretty sight altogether — flags flying 
in every direction, brightly-dressed girls stand- 
ing in groups here and there and everywhere. 
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smock-frocked lads, old men in blue brass- 
buttoned coats which never saw the light save 
on Christmas Day and " *Arvest Thanksgivin'," 
mothers with large-eyed babies sitting in the 
shade, and the youths of the village hanging 
about with flowers in their mouths and their 
button-holes, too bashful to converse with the 
pretty maidens of Combe before "the quality,*' 
of which there was a considerable sprinkling 
among the crowd of peasantry. 

But Mrs. Carew noted none of these things ; 
her eyes and thoughts were bent upon that end 
of the principal table where Lilias was estab- 
lished, behind a great copper urn, putting 
cream and sugar into the cups of steaming 
tea which Douglas was employed in filling for 
her. 

Somehow she was comforted by what she 
saw. It was evident that the two were mutually 
attracted, but, after all, thought Mrs. Carew, 
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there did not seem to be much harm done. 
Lilias was as calm and unembarrassed in her 
manner with Douglas as with anyone else, and 
her mother, recalling vividly the blushes and 
the tremors, and shy, down-dropped glances 
of the halcyon days of her own courtship, 
imagined that there could be but little feeling 
on the part of a girl who showed no such 
tokens in converse with the man she was sup- 
posed to love. So she drew the conclusion 
that in this respect, at least, all was well as yet, 
and that she need only caution her daughter 
to avoid attracting attention and remark by 
talking too much to Harry Douglas. But 
she was distressed at the idea of being con- 
sidered a negligent and uncareful mother, as 
Miss Brown had represented, and cast about 
in her mind anxiously for the best way of 
retrieving her reputation, and saving Lily from 
possible peril of heart. 
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Twilight fell before the last of the holiday 
folk went home to their farms or their cottages, 
and night was appearing ere the AUaleigh 
pony-carriage was brought round to the rose- 
covered porch of the rectory, in readiness for 
Mr$. Carew to depart. 

"Where is Lily? I want her to drive me," 
said her mother, and Donald Burgoyne went 
indoors and shouted up the stairs, supposing 
Miss Carew to be with his sister in her room. 

He might have spared his lungs, for Lilias 
was close by, seated in the old swing on the 
lawn, and she had heard what was said at the 
hall-door. 

I must go," she observed, slipping off that 
comfortable easy-chair, in which she had spent 
the last half-hour lazily swinging as she talked 
to her companion. 

Harry Douglas — for of course it was he — did 
not quit his position under the tree from whose 
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branches hung the swing, but said, in an 
2^ggrieved tone, — 

" You told me you were going to walk." 

"So I was, but you see my mother wants 
me." 

" Let Fred drive her.'' 

" Lily, Lily, where are you ? I can't wait 
any longer," cried Mrs. Carew, growing des- 
perate at the fruitlessness of her efforts to 
collect her flock. 

" Tell Mrs. Carew you would rather walk,** 
urged Harry again, and Lilias stepped out of 
the shadow into the circle of light that shone 
from the hall, and announced her preference for 
returning by the fields. 

"My dear, you will be tired to death, you 
have been standing about all day," said her 
mother ; and when Lily protested that she was 
not in the least fatigued, and had been resting 
in the garden ever since tea, Mrs. Carew 
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Stopped further argument by saying with 
decision, — 

" My dear, I wish you to come in the 
carriage," in such an unusual tone of command 
that Lilias acquiesced without another word. 

They were escorted to the end of the village 
by the walking party, who there diverged into 
the field-path, and Mrs. Carew said as they 
separated, — 

" Make haste home with Fred, Dolly ; you 
ought to have been in bed an hour ago," and 
bade the three young men from the farm 
" Good-night," without any repetition of an 
invitation to supper at the Manor which had 
been given in the morning, through Fred, in 
the usual casual way. 

" Did you forget that they were to have 
come to supper, mother ? " asked Lilias, as they 
drove on. 

No, dear, I thought — I mean — I — well. 
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they came yesterday, and they came to after- 
noon tea on Sunday, and I think " 

Here the groom jumped down from the back 
seat of the pony-carriage to walk up the hill 
from the lea to the top of the cliffs, along which 
the road wound its uneven way, and Mrs. 
Carew, taking her courage in both hands, 
seized the opportunity of speaking those few 
serious words of counsel which Miss Brown's 
remarks had caused her to think necessary. 
Poor lady! her heart sank at the idea of finding 
fault with Lily ; never before had there been 
need of rebuke or even advice on these points, 
for never before had Miss Brown or anyone 
else ventured to connect Miss Carew's name 
with that of any gentleman, in or out of their 
own neighbourhood, and it was terrible to have 
to begin now. Her duty to her child, she 
thought, rendered it imperative to speak, but 
it would be difficult to say whether she or Lilias 
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suffered most in the short conversation that 
ensued. 

You see, dear Lily," she' began, Mr. 
Douglas is after all a complete stranger to us, 

and I do not wish " 

Lily turned to her mother with a smile of 
serene unconsciousness as to what was coming. 

Scarcely a stranger, mother, is he ? con- 
sidering that he has been with us almost every 
day for the last six weeks or so." 

Six weeks ! Is it really ? I had no idea he 
had been here so long, I remember, he came 
just before that dreadful picnic when you were 
all nearly drowned. Then George has been 
gone three months, — I wish he would come 
home." 

George was yachting round Norway with a 
certain Captain Bridger, Miss Carew's special 
aversion. 

He won't be back for another fortnight yet. 
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mother," said Lilias. " But what has he to do 
with Mr. Douglas?" 

" I thought if he were here perhaps he would 
be able to find out something about him, — 
I mean where he comes from, and all that." 

" I can tell you where he comes from, — some 
little hill-station in the Neilgherries ; he has 
often talked of it to me. But why do you 
want to know?" 

"Well, dear, you see he really is such a 
stranger in this neighbourhood, and people talk 
so ill-naturedly, that I should like " 

"What do you mean, mother?" asked Lily, 
still innocent of evil, but puzzled by her 
mother's manner. 

Then Mrs. Carew brought out the fatal 
words. 

" They are saying that you — that he — they 
are very impertinent, Lily — they talk of an 
engagement between you and Mr. Douglas." 
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" An engagement ! " 

The exclamation sounded like a cry of 
pain, and Mrs. Carew went on hastily, wishing 
to get it over, now that the ice was broken. 

Of course, darling, it is not your fault, 
but there is some excuse for it. I noticed 
to-day that neither you nor Mr. Douglas 
talked much to other people, and you must 
be careful. I should not like my Lily to be 
called a flirt." 

Lily's eyes were fixed on the pony's ears, 
and the moonlight shining on her face showed 
the curved mouth set in a hard smile of 
scorn. 

What do you wish me to do, mother ? 
Not a word has ever passed between Mr. 
Douglas and me that might not be published 
on the housetops. How am I to be careful ? " 

**Your own good sense will tell you, Lily. 
You must show Mr. Douglas that you do 
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not wish for his attentions ; he will soon take 
the hint, he is too much of a gentleman to 
force his society upon you against your will.* 

" How shall I begin ? He has just lent 
me a book — shall I return it unread ? " 

" Oh ! Lily, don't talk in that way, I don't 
understand you in such a mood. You must 
know that I speak only for your good. All 
I wish you to do is to let Mr. Douglas see 
that he must not engross you so entirely. It 
does not look well ; really this afternoon it 
seemed as if you did not care to talk to 
anyone but him." 

Poor Mrs. Carew was much distressed at 
the effect of her well-meant counsel. Lily had 
never spoken to her in this satirical tone 
before, and she did not know how to answer it. 

The groom returning to his place behind 
them prevented any further private conversa- 
tion, and the rest of the drive passed in 
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unbroken silence. Lilias retired to her own 
room as soon as they got home, and presently 
sent down to say that she had a headache, 
and begged to be excused appearing at supper. 

" Lily didn't ought to be tired ; the and 
Mithter Douglath were thitting down in the 
garden at the wectowy ever tho long after 
tea," remarked Dolly, who was saying good- 
night to her mother when the maid came with 
Miss Carew*s message ; and Fred winked at 
his little sister in a most outrageous manner, 
bidding her " mind her own business, and not 
talk of what she didn't understand," for he had 
a shrewd suspicion of the true state of the case. 

" Tm going to spend the day on Dartmoor 
with those three fellows to-morrow, mother," he 
said. " Can I have breakfast for them at half- 
past eight ? We want to be off by nine." 

And Mrs. Carew assented with the utmost 
willingness, concluding that "those three 
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fellows" were St. John, Percival, and Harry 
Douglas. 

Lily's headache was no mere excuse ; she 
sat on the low window-seat in her room, with 
her brow pressed against the glass, her temples 
throbbing with pain, and her heart full of 
wrathful thoughts. 

"Why could they not have been left to 
themselves ? They were so happy, it was so 
pleasant to talk gf great and good things 
together, to feel that they were kindred spirits 
in learning more of truth, and beauty, and 
science, and religion, every day, — it was such 
pure intellectual enjoyment. Why should 
these horrid gossiping people come and make 
mischief between them ? imagining such foolish 
things, and, still worse, saying them ! ' An 
engagement ! * Could there be no friendship 
without that ? ' Always with Harry Douglas,' 
— 'seeming as if she cared to talk to no one 
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else?* That at least she would soon show 
to be a groundless accusation. Perhaps he 
thought so too ? She would quickly convince 
him that it was not the case." 

So she thought and planned how to withdraw 
from this too constant communion with the man 
who had, as her mother said, engrossed her 
so much during their summer holiday time, and 
only then began to realize that the chief sun- 
shine of the remaining summer days would be 
gone for her if there were to be no more of 
those long conversations on " things above, and 
things on earth, 'and things under the earth." 
But she must not think of that ; the first 
thing was to prove to the world in general and 
Douglas in particular that she could be happy 
without him, that his companionship was not 
essential to her contentment and peace of mind. 

And then it came upon her with a sudden 
bitter pang that she would have to act a lie if 
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she did this ; that she would be miserable 
without him ; that all this metaphysical, 
contemplative, immaterial delight in their asso- 
ciation was but the disguise for a far deeper 
feeling ; and Lilias Carew hid her face and wept 
in an agony of shame and distress. 

For Douglas had never spoken of love to 
her, and she did not take into account looks and 
tones which a less single-minded girl would have 
known the meaning of well enough. 

Her mother was right, she owned to herself ; 
but why, oh ! why, had she not warned her long 
ago ? Well, better late than never; at all events 
no one should guess at her secret, and if Harry 
Douglas had been flirting with her all these 
weeks, he should learn now that he must 
do so no more. 

A couple of hours later she went into Mrs. 
Carew s boudoir, looking like a ghost, with her 
long hair streaming over her white wrapper, 
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and murmured that she had been wrong to lose 
her temper, and she would be careful to act in 
future as her mother wished. 

Upon which Mrs. Carew kissed her and bade 
her go to bed, or she would be ill with fatigue, 
and Lily returned to her room as quietly as she 
had left it, lying wakeful and unhappy till the 
stars faded and the darkness that precedes 
dawn stole heavily over the sky. 

And her mother thanked Heaven that no 
harm was done, and rejoiced in her daughter's 
affection and straightforwardness. 

Mrs. Carew was not an observant woman, as 
we have remarked before ; she ascribed Lily's 
sharp words in the pony-carriage to wounded 
pride, and thought it very natural that 
she should have a headache after such a long 
tiring day. And so musing, she fell peacefully 
asleep before the silver-tongued clock on her 
mantelpiece chimed midnight. 
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THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 

'* He hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the 
clapper ; for what his heart thinks his tongue speaks." 

Much Ado About Nothing, 

LiLiAS paid the penalty for her bad night in 
a racking headache, which lasted till late in the 
afternoon of the next day. 

Dolly was sitting beside her, deep in one 
her beloved fairy tales, when she woke at length 
free from pain, after a long and refreshing sleep, 
and the little girl breathed an audible sigh of 
relief. 

Oh, Lily, you ve been athleep ever tho 
long, I began to think you would never wake 
up again. Mithter Douglath hath been athk- 
ing me how you are all day, and now he'th 
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gone home, 'cauthe mother thaid pVapth you 
would come down if there wathn't anyone in 
the dwawing-room. Will you come down, Lily ? 
You are weally better, aren't you ? " And Dolly 
peered anxiously into her sister's face. 

" Much better, thank you, pet, almost well in 
fact. How idle of me to spend such a lovely 
day like this ! " 

A sudden brightness seemed to have come 
over her during Dolly's speech, but she had no 
time to think about it, for after being silent for 
half-an-hour„ the child's tongue wagged freely. 

It wath a pity you couldn't come down to 
bweakfath, Lily ; Fwed made uth all laugh 
tho. He is gone fithing with thothe fellowth, 
you know, and he won't be back till to- 
mowow." 

You shouldn't talk of * those fellows,' dear," 
remonstrated Lilias. 

Why ? Fwed doth. And Mithter Douglath 
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didn't go, cauthe he had thome letterth to wite. 
Oh ! and, Lily, Dick ith coming to-day ; Fwed 
got a letter from him to thay tho, and mother 
thayth if you are quite better will you come 
down, becauthe he will be here thoon." 

'* I thought he was not coming till next week." 

"No, but he thaid he was going to Twemagna 
after he comth here, inthtead, tho he ith coming 
here to-day." 

Lilias did not show much trace of headache 
or heartache when she appeared in the drawing- 
room to welcome her cousin. She was pale, 
certainly, and the full white lids drooped over 
her blue eyes, as if weighed down by their 
thick curling fringe, but she never had any 
colour to boast of, and her eyes were always 
half-hidden under their long lashes, so there 
was nothing strange in that, and before long 
she was laughing gaily enough at some absurd 
story of Dick Leigh's. 
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Dick was a genius, indeed an universal genius. 
He was an author, a composer, an actor, a poet, 
all in one, and the strangest thing about him 
was that he was more than a little successful 
in each of these varied pursuits. His book, 
perhaps, came nearest of his productions to 
being a failure, but even that had paid its 
expenses, which is not invariably the case with 
amateur novels. His music was always accept- 
able with the publishers, and as to his acting, 
it was approved of even by professionals. Add 
to all this a talent for improvising poetry by the 
hour together, and an exquisite touch on the 
violoncello, and it will be seen that Dick Leigh 
was a man of no mean intelligence, though 
being unfortunately well off, he never distin- 
guished himself in anything. 

But setting aside his social success, poor 
Dick was not happy. Under his cheerful 
demeanour there was hidden a thorn in his 



Digitized by 



THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 167 



flesh, i grief gnawing at his soul as the fox 
gnawed at the Spartan boy, a trouble which 
was absolutely irremediable and hopeless. 

This was his stature. From his earliest in- 
fancy Dick Leigh had cherished an ambition 
to become a tall man, a brawny giant with 
powerful thews and sinews, and Fate, with 
cruel irony, had made him so finely, delicately 
small, had given him such dainty hands and 
tiny feet, such a girl's face and rose-petal com- 
plexion, that his nickname at school, and even 
now — despite his twenty-three years of age, 
and the soft golden moustache covering his 
upper lip — was " Little Missie." Fortunately, 
however, he possessed a rare faculty for im- 
agining himself that which he wished to be, 
and only now and then, when, for instance, 
he had to stand on tiptoe to pat his friends on 
the shoulder, or when he was introduced at a 
ball to a lady a head taller than himself, did 
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he remember with acute mortification that he 
measured but five feet one instead of the six 
feet he fondly dreamed of. Then he would 
shrink into his shell, and suffer throes of self- 
contempt for half a minute or so, relieving his 
mind at the end of that time by some sarcastic 
allusion to ill weeds that grow apace," and 
forthwith resuming his normal sparkle. 

On this occasion he had come down to AUa- 
leigh, where he was a great favourite with 
everyone, to play at a concert which was to 
take place in a few days for the benefit of the 
almshouses at Combe, and. after exchanging 
greetings with Lilias he began to ask how 
they were getting on with their rehearsals. 

" You can't conceive what an awful thing 
nearly happened,'* he said, presently. " What 
would you have said if I had arrived without 
my dear wife ? " 

Why, when were you mawied, Couthin 
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Dick?" inquired Dolly, in great astonish- 
ment. 

" When I was sixteen, my child, and became 
the happy owner of a genuine Amati. My 
violoncello is my wife, Cousin Dorothy, I 
thought you knew that. Well, you will 
scarcely believe, aunt, that at Waterloo the 
guard, who was a dreadfully large overgrown 
man, refused to put my 'cello into the van, on 
the plea that it was not personal luggage. I 
felt inclined to knock him down," said the little 
genius, brandishing a fist about as large as 
Dolly's, " but I resisted the temptation ; he 
might have been hurt, and the fracas would 
have been unpleasant. So I merely inquired 
how he defined personal luggage. * Wearing 
apparel,' said he. *Then,' I said, *are brushes 
and combs, bootjacks and walking-sticks, not 
included in the category of personal luggage ? ' 
Upon that he referred me to the station-master." 
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"And what was the result?" asked Mrs. 
Carew, much amused. 

" The station-master merely said he would 
not allow the instrument to be put into the 
luggage van unless I paid for it, so, as the 
train was waiting, I compromised the matter by 
taking another first class ticket, and bringing my 
'cello, case and all, down in the carriage with me. 
It was rather expensive, and I consider that 
the whole affair was an abominable swindle, 
but anything was better than submitting to the 
tyranny of those great obstinate officials." 

Did you have , it by you in the cawige?" 
enquired Dolly, gazing at the 'cello case, which 
was stowed away under the grand piano, with 
the deepest interest. 

*'0f course. I was not going to have my 
companion separated from me, having once got 
her into the train. More than one person pro- 
posed putting my wife into the hat-rack or 
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under the seat, but I refused, politely assuring 
them that she had a ticket of her own, and 
therefore could not be turned out of her 
place." 

" Dick, Dick, you foolish fellow ! will you 
never grow any more sensible ? said Mrs. 
Carew, shaking her head at him; but Dick 
only answered, — 

" Couldn't possibly be improved upon, aunt,'* 
and went on with a series of similar anecdotes 
till dinner-time. 

" What's up with Lily ? " he asked later in the 
evening, when he found himself alone with his 
aunt. She isn't half as much fun as usual, 
and she looks ill." 

" She was ill this morning, she had one of 
those violent nervous headaches that she gets 
from over fatigue ; she will be quite well to- 
morrow, I hope," answered Mrs. Carew ; but 
her mind misgave her a little as to whether the 
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nervous headache was after all due only to 
fatigue. 

There was a dance at the Manor two or 
three days after Dick's arrival; not a large 
affair, but a pleasant gathering of friends and 
neighbours, many of whom came in the after- 
noon and stayed for the evening, taking a cold 
dinner by way of refreshment during the in- 
terval between tennis and dancing. 

The young men from the farm were of 
course among these unceremonious guests, being 
now on such terms with the Carews as to be 
considered indispensable to the entertainment 
of the less intimate acquaintances, of whom 
there were too many for Fred and Lilias to 
manage easily single-handed, even with the 
assistance of the ubiquitous Dick. 

But Douglas did not make himself very use- 
ful, for he was not in the humour to be agree- 
able. Since their talk by the swing in the 
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rectory garden he had not been able to obtain 
one word with Lily ; she had suddenly thrown 
up outworks of reserve which effectually pre- 
vented any approach to the delightful inter- 
course that had hitherto existed between them, 
and Dick Leigh meanwhile hovered round her 
like a butterfly, provoking in Douglas an ardent 
desire to fall upon him and crush him to bits. 

I suppose she's engaged to him. I might 
have guessed as much from the way she talked 
about him the other day, but I should have 
thought she would have had more sense. It's 
a perfect sin for a girl with a mind like hers to 
tie herself for life to a conceited little ass like 
that. I thought she was above such things, 
but I believe women are all alike, they think 
of nothing but marrying and giving in mar- 
riage. Tm sure she wasn't thinking of any 
such thing, though, the other day at the 
rectory, when we were talking about the 



Digitized by 



174 



TWO IFS. 



Atomic theory. What a clever girl she is, to 
be sure, and how awfully jolly it is talking to 
her ! She has never told me what she thinks 
of those lectures of Froude's, by the way, I 
must ask her the first chance I get." 

But here Harry (who was taking a solitary 
stroll in the shrubbery in order to work off the 
indignation evoked by the sight of Miss Carew 
and her cousin deep in consultation over some 
dance music) perceived two figures approaching 
him, and, concluding from their relative heights 
that they were the two he was thinking of, he 
dashed away with a fresh outburst of spleen into 
a side walk across the park. 

Had he gone forward to meet them he would 
have seen that the lady was the angular Miss 
Brown, and her companion the unfortunate 
Percival, who had been entrapped into showing 
her the grounds ; but Douglas was under the 
influence of a desperate fit of jealousy, and 
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wherever he looked he seemed to see the girl 
he loved with the innocent little man whom 
he imagined to be his rival. 

Lily certainly appeared happy enough without 
him, and when he presently took advantage of 
finding her alone for a moment to ask her to 
promise him a dance, she told him that she had 
already given away more valses than were at all 
likely to take place, and could not engage 
herself to him for anything earlier than Sir 
Roger De Coverley — a piece of information 
which did not tend to soothe his wounded 
feelings. 

A wide hall terminating in a broad staircase 
occupied a large part of the ground-floor of the 
Manor, and there was a square landing at the 
head of the stairs, on which stood a huge old 
sofa, with its back to the banisters. It was a 
coign of vantage much affected by the young 
Garews, and many a time had the old butler, as 
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he passed beneath, received a startling salute 
from some member of the family, in the shape 
of a sofa cushion dropped on his venerable 
head from this safe hiding-place on the landing. 
And though George had long outgrown such 
pranks, and even Fred no longer found them 
really exciting, the sofa was still a favourite 
resort, and in the intervals of dancing on an 
occasion like the present, it formed a fine 
cover for whispering soft nothings into rosy 
ears, or resting after a too vigorous polka, the 
only drawback being that if the soft nothings 
were spoken above a whisper they became 
distinctly audible to other weary dancers who 
might have sought retirement on the stairs. 

Lilias had given a couple of valses to her 
cousin, but he had far too much respect for 
appearances to dance round dances with a lady 
taller than himself, and it was an understood 
thing that they should always sit out the round 
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dances for which they were engaged to each 
other. The second came about the middle of 
the evening, and he took her straight to the 
landing and bade her rest on the sofa while 
he fetched her an ice. 

She looked, if the truth must be told, 
intensely weary of the party and the people, 
and Dick Leigh did not fail to notice her 
unusually spiritless manner. She had kept 
up the appearance of enjoyment admirably 
throughout the afternoon, but the strain on her 
power of dissimulation was heavy, and she was 
thankful to sit in this dark corner and cease to 
smile for a little. 

It so happened that Douglas and his partner, 

a shy younger Chilcott, scarcely out of the 

schoolroom, took up their position on the 

stairs shortly after, and when Harry's spasmodic 

efforts to make conversation failed, and he 

relapsed into silence, he heard only too plainly 
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what was being said at that mpment on the 
landing. 

** rd do anything for you, — you know how 
fond I am of you, Lil." 

And the answer — 
I know you have always cared for me a 
great deal more than I deserve, dear Dickon." 

" Come and have some tea," said Douglas, 
springing up so violently as to startle the shy 
girl out of her wits, and cause her to accede 
instantly, in mortal terror of what he would do 
next. If he had waited one moment longer 
he would have- been spared considerable 
suffering, for Lily's next words showed plainly 
enough that there was nothing beyond cousinly 
affection between her and Dick, the warmer 
perhaps because she had told him a couple of 
years ago that there never could be anything 
more. But Harry Douglas under these new 
conditions was a very different being from the 
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quiet, not to say languid young man whose 
self-command had won Mr. Budd's liking and 
respect, and his partner found him anything but 
a pleasant companion for the rest of the dance. 

At last the entertainment drew to a close, 
and with the first note of Sir Roger de Coverley 
Douglas was at Miss Carew's side to claim her 
for it. Very little satisfaction he obtained from 
it, however, for there was not much pleasure in 
standing opposite and looking at her without 
speaking, while Dick Leigh, professing to dance 
the steps of the original Sir Roger himself, 
attracted all eyes and kept everyone laughing. 
And just at the end of the last figure he 
intercepted a glance of intelligence between the 
cousins which turned his blood to gall, and as 
he led her out of the room he said, in a tone of 
sarcasm which made Lilias wince, — 

" Accept my congratulations. Miss Carew." 

She started, and did not look up, but he 
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fancied that she blushed as she replied coldly, — 

" I fail to understand you." 

" I beg to offer you my congratulations upon 
your engagement." 

Then she raised her eyes and looked him full 
in the face, saying in a still colder tone, — 

"Your congratulations are ill-timed, Mr. 
Douglas," and therewith drew her hand from 
his arm and left him standing alone in the hall. 

Not another word or glance did she bestow 
upon him that night, and he went away con- 
vinced that it was as he thought, and her 
reserve due simply to annoyance at his ven- 
turing to remark upon the fact. 

But Lily locked herself into her room an hour 
or so later, when everyone was gone, and wept 
passionately, sobbing and crying, "He does not 
love me, or he could not have spoken so cruelly!" 

And she was not thinking of Dick Leigh at 
the time. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

WHEELS WITHIN WHEELS. 

"For more's felt than is perceived, 
And more's perceived than can be interpreted, 
And Love strikes higher with his lambent flame 
Than Art can pile the faggots." 

E. B. Browning. 

Douglas took himself severely to task, as he 
walked home to the farm that night, for his 
ebullition of temper. He felt conscious that 
his manner had been not only ill-natured, but 
ungentlemanly also, for what right had he to 
accost Miss Carew upon such a subject without 
any excuse save his own wrath ? It would be 
only what he deserved if she never spoke to 
him again, and to judge from the expression of 
her countenance when she quitted him in the 
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hall it would be a long time before she did 
speak to him again. 

" I could bear it better," thought Harry 
mournfully, " if the man were more worthy of 
her.; but to see her engaged to that little jack- 
anapes, that little doll with his baby face and 
ridiculous ways, is unendurable! I must go 
away, I can't stand it, I shall do something des- 
perate if I stop and look on at such a sacrifice ! 
I suppose there must be some good in him if 
she likes him, but I can't think how she can like 
such a finikin child, for he's no more than a 
child, and an awfully silly one into the bargain." 

Douglas had not a deep insight into character, 
and moreover he was blinded to Dick's merits, 
for the little genius certainly did not deserve to 
have such hard things said of him. But when 
a man finds himself to be desperately in love 
with a girl, and at the same time imagines 
he has discovered her to be already engaged to 
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some one else, his reflections are apt to be 
uncharitable towards that some one else, and 
he does not mince his words. 

Not that Douglas admitted to himself that 
jealousy was at the bottom of it. He knew 
very well now that he loved Lilias with the 
whole strength of his nature, though the love 
had grown up so subtly and stealthily that he 
could not tell when it began; but he would 
have shrunk from the idea of permitting a sen- 
timent so selfish as jealousy to mingle with 
his feelings for the fair maiden who had 
stolen his heart unawares. He ascribed his 
present discontent entirely to his sense of the 
discrepancy between Lily's fine character and 
Dick's trivial Jack-of-all-trades' disposition, as 
he was pleased to call that vivacious ver- 
satility, which many people take for want of 
heart,"' and which Dick Leigh possessed in 
such a remarkable degree. 
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It was by no means want of heart with good 
little Dick, for he was quite a philanthropist in 
his way, so far as meddling with other people's 
affairs (with the best possible motives) con- 
stitutes philanthropy, and even now, while 
Douglas was mentally abusing him, he was 
setting his bright wits to work on the knotty 
question of Lily's love affairs, though he had 
no suspicion who was the cause of her dejec- 
tion. 

She had concealed her unhappiness success- 
fully from everyone save him, but his attach- 
ment and his perception were too deep for her, 
and he had very soon found out that something 
was amiss. He had been urging her to confide 
in him when Douglas overheard her affectionate 
remark on the landing, and, not being blessed 
with cousins himself, and not comprehending 
the fraternal relations between brothers' and 
sisters' children when they like each other. 
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took it for the expression of a very different 
relationship, and made it the groundwork of so 
much unnecessary misery. 

Dick, unconscious of Douglas's feelings to- 
wards him, sat at the window in his bedroom, 
and meditated on Lily's trouble. He had no 
doubt at all that some affair of the heart was in 
question, and he yearned to punch the head — 
provided he could reach up to it — of the man 
who dared to trifle with his cousin. Or he 
would have brought his eloquence to bear 
upon the misguided individual who ventured to 
slight her ; possibly a more effectual, if less 
belligerent, plan than the first named. But 
he could not adopt either course for a very 
good reason, to wit, he had not the most distant 
idea who the man was. Perhaps, on the whole, 
if Lilias had been aware of what was in Dick's 
mind she would have been more thankful than 
she was for the measure of self-command she 
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had been able to maintain in her dealings that 
evening with Harry Douglas, for the zeal of the 
kindhearted little genius was apt to outrun his 
discretion at times, and Miss Carew would not 
have been altogether gratified by a quarrel on 
her behalf between him and the man she 
loved. 

The post came laden with letters for the 
Manor and the farm next morning, the most 
important among which were two very ordinary 
looking epistles, one for Harry Douglas and 
the other for Mrs. Carew. The first was from 
Mr. Budd, of which more anon, the second 
from George Carew, announcing that he ex- 
, pected to be at home the first week in October. 

** Captain Bridger is coming with George for 
a • few days' pheasant-shooting," said Mrs. 
Carew, folding up her son's letter with a sup- 
pressed sigh. 

Then I am afraid I must leave before 
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George arrives," observed Dick Leigh, sotto 
voce, to his neighbour, Lilias, for they were at 
breakfast when the letters were brought in, 
and Dick ^ usual had secured a place next to 
Miss Carew. 

" Why so ? there will be plenty of room for 
you still," said Lily. 

No house that ever was built is large 
enough to contain me and Captain Bridger at 
the same time," was the little man's reply. 

You speak in riddles. Am I to infer that 
you don't like George's friend — that paragon of 
politeness. Captain Bridger?" 

" Well, you won't be far out if you do come 
to that conclusion. And I fancy I shouldn't be 
entirely drawing on my imagination in saying 
that you don't like him either." 

None of us do. I can't think why George 
is so fond of him." 

And indeed the shade of gloom that had 
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fallen over all at the table at the mention of 
Captain Bridger was very suggestive. 

I with he wouldn't come. George ith 
alwayth telling me to behave pwoperly when 
he'th here," said Dolly, plaintively, to Fred. 

He s a queer fish," replied the sailor : " I 
never feel sure of my reckonings with him." 

And even the amiable apathetic old Fraulein 
Liebhart gave vent to a remark which was 
very severe for her — 

"He is not so well-come as many oder 
friends you have to visit." 

I hate a fellow who never has a good 
word for anybody,*' said Dick, **and Bridger 
always makes people out as bad as he can." 

" I suppose it's indigestion," concluded Fred, 
compassionately ; whereat they all laughed, for 
Fred had a habit of attributing ill-nature or 
ill-temper to indigestion on the part of the 
person who displayed it, and always ended- by 
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pitying " the poor beggar " who so distin- 
guished himself. Fred, personally, had the 
digestion of an ostrich, and looked upon that 
as the cause of his own cheerful views of men 
and things. 

Mr, Budd's letter reached Douglas just in 
time to prevent his making himself thoroughly 
disagreeable to the two Oxonians, who were 
in jubilant spirits over their morning meal, and 
full of the previous night's amusement. " The 
Carews were the kindest, most hospitable people 
going ; Miss Carew was perfectly lovely " 
(Percival and St. John, be it observed, had 
each obtained a valse with her); ''and as to 
that young Leigh, he was the joUiest little 
fellow they had ever come across ! " 

''JoUiest little fool ! " muttered Douglas, in 
an undertone ; but St. John heard the words. 

"There you're mistaken, Douglas. I dare- 
say he doesn't know everything, like you, but 
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he's clever enough in his way. By Jove, 
how he made us laugh last night with his 
theories of elective affinity. * Don't you ex- 
perience a sort of drawing together ? ' he said, 
'a sort of link binding you to me? That's 
affinity : we were born to be friends, and 
destiny is fulfilling itself.' Why did you rush 
off in such a hurry ? We had a supplementary 
supper after the ladies were gone to bed, and 
Leigh was in high feather — kept us in roars 
of laughter, till Fred Carew turned us all out 
for fear we should wake up his mother. It 
was awfully slow of you to cut home by 
yourself." 

Fortunately for Douglas, he was spared the 
necessity of making any reply by the opportune 
arrival of the postman, and the deciphering of 
Mr. Budds hieroglyphics kept him fully oc- 
cupied for the remainder of breakfast, which 
was already nearly over. 
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Then he asked St. John to make his excuses 
for not calling at AUaleigh, as he had some 
business which would detain him the greater 
part of the day. 

" I believe I shall have to go back to town 
to-morrow," he said, 

" Go back to town ! But what's to become 
of the concert ? exclaimed both the young 
men in a breath, for Douglas was to take 
the tenor part in half-a-dozen quartettes, and 
although the Oxonians could not sing, and were 
only to do audience, they had so identified 
themselves with the Carews and Burgoynes 
that they were almost as concerned at the 
prospect of a hitch in the arrangements as the 
rector himself could have been. 

I forgot the concert," said Douglas. 1 
suppose I must stay for that ; " and he retired 
into his room with Mr. Budd*s letter in his 
hand, leaving St. John and Percival con- 
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siderably astonished at his unusual captious- 
ness. 

But they went down to the shore for their 
daily swim, and then to the rectory for lunch, 
to meet some Oxford friend of Donald 
Burgoyne's, and by the time they got to 
Allaleigh they had quite forgotten Douglas s 
acerbity, as well as his message to Mrs. Carew. 

The afternoon turned out wet, and the 
Carews were assembled in the drawing-room 
when the young men made their appearance. 
There was a confusion of talk going on, the 
home party being augmented by the presence 
of several visitors, who had come from a 
distance for the dance, and stayed the night at 
the Manor ; and Maggie Burgoyne at one end 
of the room was carrying on a lively argument 
with half-a-dozen people at once as to the 
habitat of a curious shell which Fred had 
picked up that morning on Allaleigh sands. 
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She had studied conchology, and declared 
that she knew every English shell that ever 
appeared on their coasts, maintaining that this 
must be a foreigner, because she did not know 
it, and Fred, as usual, was teasing her. 

There once was a little girl who said, 
' Please, sir, it must be a mistake, for I never 
heard of it,' when she was asked where the 
Cape of Good Hope was," he said, maliciously. 
But Maggie was not going to be driven from 
her point by chaff, and she argued the more 
vehemently for her side of the question. 

What a pity Douglas isn't here ! he'd be 
safe to know one way or the other," remarked 
Percival ; and then St. John remembered his 
commission. 

Douglas told us to apologise for him," he 
said to Mrs. Carew ; he couldn't come and call 
to-day, he had a lawyer's letter — ^at least I sup- 
pose so, it looked blue and business-like, and 
VOL. I. 13 
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after he read it he said he would be kept in 
all day." 

"You're wrong there, St. John," put in 
Percival. "He said his business would keep 
him out all day, or something of that sort. 
Anyhow, he told us to explain why he didn't 
come, Mrs. Carew, and it's lucky St. John 
thought of doing it, for I'd forgotten all about 
it." 

" That's the first time I've heard the word 
business in connection with Douglas," observed 
Fred to the company generally ; and St. John 
told him what Douglas had said about going 
up to town. 

" Well, I never supposed he meant to settle 
at the farm for life," answered the sailor, 
resignedly ; " but we must represent to him 
that he can't possibly leave till after the con- 
cert." And Percival set their minds at rest by 
saying he did not intend to do so. 
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What does that long-legged Adonis do ? " 
queried Dick, reflectively. "Has he no voca- 
tion in life beyond looking handsome ? He 
certainly fulfils his mission if that is it ; he's a 
very fine fellow, and the shape of his head is 
splendid. I must try and get a sketch of him 
for * John ' in the picture I mean to paint of 
a scene in ' The Courtship of Miles Stand- 
ish ' — he would make a capital John^ except 
that there's too much strength in his face for 
that rather underhand hero. I have always 
felt that I should have respected him more if 
he had spoken out plainly to that jolly old 
Miles from the first." 

The aspiring artist was talking perfectly at 
random, as he frequently did, but Lilias thought 
he was hinting at the mystery that hung 
over Douglas's history and antecedents, though 
she had never before called his reserve about 
his own affairs by so harsh a name ; and there 
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was quite a fiery sparkle in her blue eyes as 
she said, with involuntary heat, — 

" You have no reason to consider Mr. 
Douglas a fitting model for an underhand 
hero." 

No one except Dick heard her, but to him 
those few words revealed her secret, and he 
knew as well as if she had told him, that Harry 
Douglas was the man she loved. 

" So that's how the land lies,*' thought he. 
" Richard Leigh, never flatter yourself that you 
understand women after this ! " 

He had watched Harry and Lilias both 
together and apart on the previous day, and 
had come to the conclusion that of all the 
men present Douglas was the one to whom his 
cousin was most supremely indifferent. This 
had struck him as rather strange, for he saw at 
a glance that Douglas was attracted by her, and 
he judged him to be a man likely to please her 
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fastidious taste. But his perspicacity had been 
baffled by Lily's admirable acting, though it 
would not have deceived him had he seen what 
had gone before. 

"I wonder what it all means?" mused he; and 
he resolved to form his own estimate of Lil/s 
chance of happiness with this handsome alien, 
of whom no one seemed really to know any- 
thing, and to act accordingly. For he con- 
sidered that he had a right to be a sort of 
guardian angel to his beloved cousin, and only 
waited to find out whether Douglas deserved 
most to be made glad or sorry; before taking 
the arrangement of affairs into his own delicate 
little hands. 

The result of his investigations into Harry's 
character during the next few days was highly 
satisfactory to his warm impulsive young heart, 
but this conclusion had yet to be arrived at 
when Lilias unwittingly let her eyes flash 
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intelligence into his soul, as she defended 
Douglas that wet September afternoon ; and 
all he said then was, — 

" True, my cousin, I won't ask him to play 
the part. Captain Bridger would look it 
infinitely better, would he not ? without any 
great self-effacement as to expression." 
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CHAPTER XII 

OWNER AND AGENT. 

" Get money, still get money, boy, 
No matter by what means." 

Ben Jonson. 

Stephen Luttrell was not a happy man. 

All the earlier years of his life had been spent 
in abject poverty, and his parents, both extra- 
vagant people, had brought up their children 
to look upon money as the highest delight of 
existence, and the object above all others most 
to be desired in this world. Or in the next 
world, one might add, but that that did not 
enter much into their calculations one way 
or the other. 

Stephen, the eldest son, was considered to 
have done very well for himself when he 
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married Miss Robinson, the great cotton- 
spinner's daughter, with her ;^6o,ooo. She 
was older than himself, and possessed a vulgar 
tongue and a violent temper, but her fortune 
was an irresistible bait to Squire Luttrell's 
needy young heir, who was too idle to work, 
and had never had wits enough to pass any 
public examination. 

The marriage turned out a failure, however, 
and three or four years after it took place Mrs. 
Stephen Luttrell offered to give her husband 
an allowance of ;^300 or £^oo a year provided 
he would live out of England and well away 
from her. He objected strongly to accepting 
so small a portion of her income, but her 
solicitor brought him to terms by hinting that 
Mrs. Luttrell was prepared to go into the divorce 
court, and that her case was a sufficiently 
strong one to render the result by no means 
doubtful, should he not agree to her proposal ; 
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and Stephen gave in, thinking discretion the 
better part of valour, and fearful of losing all 
chance of succeeding to her money, which 
would come to him in the natural course of 
events, should she die, childless, before him. 

So Mrs. Stephen Luttrell lived by herself in 
a fine house at Manchester, whence tales some- 
times reached her husband's ears of proceedings 
which might have been to his advantage rather 
than hers, had there been any further question 
of divorce; and Mr. Stephen Luttrell beguiled 
his time as best he might on the Continent, 
eking out his allowance in divers crooked ways 
known only to gentlemen of his own persuasion 

The ways were now and then too crooked to 
be quite safe, and Stephen Luttrell had almost 
got into a terrible scrape on one occasion at 
Wiesbaden. There was some scandal in the 
place, some story of a forged cheque given in 
payment of gambling debts to a young million- 
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aire who had turned the tables on his adversary 
at ScarU^ and won back all and considerably 
more than all he had lost in a drunken bout the 
night before. The affair was hushed up, and 
only two people knew what had really taken 
place. Those two were Stephen Luttrell and 
a certain black-browed individual who was 
earning his livelihood as a billiard-marker at the 
private establishment to which Stephen Luttrell 
had introduced the millionaire. 

At that time he went by the name of 
Francois Dubois, but he had several aliases, 
and he presently appeared at Homburg in the 
character of valet to Luttrell, who called him 
Smith, and treated him with a singular mixture 
of freedom and respect 

Then the news of Squire Luttrell's hopeless 
illness reached his promising heir, and the two 
card-sharpers — for they were nothing less — 
hurried off together to Combe Court, Wilkinson 



Digitized by 



OWNER AND AGENI, 



203 



assuming his own name for the nonce, and his 
original profession. He had promised to make 
a mark in the legal world once, but he had 
gone to the bad and lost the practice he in- 
herited from his father in very early days, and 
was reduced to the last extremity when he fell 
in with Stephen Luttrell, and by his cognizance 
of the Wiesbaden forgery obtained a hold over 
that gentleman which he would make the most 
of to the end of his life. Hitherto they had 
been companions in villainy, but now Luttrell 
was rich, and must take a different standing in 
society. Wilkinson saw at a glance how much 
might be made out of the Court estate by a 
skilful agent who knew how to use his oppor- 
tunities, and he arranged the matter very easily, 
for Luttrell was a mere tool in his hands. A 
reference to Wiesbaden would reduce him to 
instant submission if he ever protested against 
the heavy toll levied upon his income, and he 
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would sign any papers or agree to any pro- 
posal the agent chose, at the most covert hint 
of exposure. 

So it happened that Stephen Luttrell, Lord of 
the Manor of Combe, was not a happy man, 
though he had attained the goal of his desires, 
and was rich enough to do whatever he 
pleased. 

It was the third week in September, and 
that particular wet afternoon following upon the 
dance at AUaleigh, when Wilkinson s calcula- 
tions with regard to the handsome sum he 
would be able to appropriate next rent-day were 
disturbed by a new and very unwelcome idea, 
which occurred to him as he rode from Queens- 
gate to the Court on some trifling business con- 
nected with the estate. 

Just outside the great iron gates of the 
avenue he met Harry Douglas, who had 
evidently been trying to open them. ^ 
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Is it possible to get permission to. go over 
the Court ? " asked Douglas, who had no inten- 
tion of appearing to know anything concerning 
the place. 

"No. Mr. Luttrell doesn't like to have 
strangers about, and I admit no one," said 
Wilkinson, surlily. 

To which Douglas, taking a good look at 
him, responded briefly, — 

I was not aware that I was speaking to 
Mr. Luttreirs agent," and with a civil " Good 
afternoon'* turned upon his heel and walked 
away. 

Wilkinson unlocked the gates and rode 
slowly up the avenue to the house, cogitating. 
He knew something about Douglas, for he 
made it his business to know something about 
everyone round Queensgate, and he had had no 
difficulty in finding out that Mrs. Luccombe s 
third lodger was a young gentleman of indepen- 
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dent means, who never spoke of his family, 
wrote and received very few letters, and never 
explained in any way why he had come to 
Combe, or what interest he had in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

I dun knaw why he coomed," said Farmer 
Luccombe, waxing confidential over his cider 
at the Luttrell Arms " one sweltering market- 
day in July. " I dun knaw why Muster Douglas 
coomed, but I knaws why he bides." And he 
put his finger to the side of his nose and winked 
at the buxom barmaid, for he had too much 
reverence for the Carews to express his joke 
more plainly. 

But this was not what roused the agent's sus- 
picions, though he fully intended to find out 
both why Douglas came and why he stayed 
before long. It was something in the look of the 
young man as he spoke to him at the gates 
which caused him to feel a dim sense of annoy- 
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ance and impending trouble that he could not 
at once account for, Douglas's face was familiar 
to him, and yet, save for a passing glance in 
the street at Queensgate, he could not recall 
ever having seen him before. 

He was still pondering over this perplexing 
familiarity when he reached the tower door, 
and when Mrs. Perriton came and opened it at 
his impatient ring, he went straight into the 
entrance hall of the east wing and up the stairs 
to the old Squire's bedroom. He threw back 
the shutters with a bang, and the grey light of 
the rainy afternoon fell upon the portrait of 
Katharine Luttrell, gay, graceful, beautiful, as 
she had been at twenty. 

Wilkinson had often looked at it before ; he 
had a queer taste for pictures somewhere among 
his many worse qualities ( though perhaps it 
was principally connected with their money 
value), and he had frequently studied this por- 
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trait, which was by a good artist, and no mean 
work of art. But he looked at it now with a new 
interest, and the more he gazed the less he liked 
it. For what he saw confirmed his suspicions, 
— features, colouring, the very turn of the well- 
shaped head thrown back with a slight air of 
hauteur, were line for line the same with those 
of the young man who had accosted him at the 
gates. The resemblance was too remarkable 
to be mistaken, too striking to be misconstrued ; 
it was such a resemblance as could exist only 
between brother and sister, or — mother and 
son ! 

Mr. Budd had not thought of the danger 
that might arise from Harry's likeness to his 
mother when he sent him down to Combe. But 
neither had he made due allowance for the pre- 
ternatural sharpness of the agent. He dis- 
trusted and disliked him, and he considered him 
capable of almost any villainy, but he had not 
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taken into account the extraordinary cunning 
and insight which Wilkinson possessed, or 
he would have guarded in every possible 
way against a meeting between him and 
Douglas. 

" Don't let any one into the Court, Mrs. 
Perriton, or it'll be the worse for you," said 
Wilkinson, as he went away, after taking the 
comprehensive glance round the old Squire's 
room without which he never left it. He 
'scanned the cupboards and corners more 
carefully than usual, as if he expected to see 
the lost safe brought to light, and his brow 
cleared somewhat as he recalled the close and 
absolutely unsuccessful search that had been 
made. For after all Douglas might be 
William Luttrell's nephew ten times over and 
yet do no harm, as far as the property was 
concerned, so long as the will remained undis- 
covered. And if he, Wilkinson, had failed to 
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find it, it seemed highly improbable that 
anyone else ever would. 

Still, stranger things had happened, and pre- 
cautions must be taken. So the agent, who 
never felt quite sure that Mrs. Perriton might 
not do harm if she had the chance, spoke to. 
her sharply about keeping doors and gates 
locked, putting the poor old lady into a terrible 
fright lest he should have had a hint of Douglas's 
visit. And then he told her that he should 
probably have to be away from Queensgate for 
a few days in the course of the following week, 
and would trust to her to be as careful in his 
absence as in his presence ; which would have 
been an unnecessary caution if he had ever 
treated her or her husband with anything like 
confidence or respect. But this he had not 
done, so the housekeeper only curtseyed and 
murmured something unintelligible, thinking 
the while, — 
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Trust me indeed ! Pretty much heVe done 
to desarve trustin*. And if I doesn*t have that 
dear blessed young gentleman here, when he 
be gone, to look at his mother's pictur* again, 
my name ain't Betsy Perriton." 



END OF VOL. I. 
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